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The Prologue.' 



Chorus, 

'TT 'Wo houfbolds both alike in dignity y 

(In faire Verona where ype lay our Scene J 
From auncient grudge breake to ne"H> mutinies 
Whereciuillbloudmak.es ciuillbands Toncleane: 

From forth the fat all loynes of thefe t wo foes , 

. A pa ire ofjlarre-crojl loner stake their life: 

Whofe mifaduenturd pittious ouerthroypes , 

{Doth ypith their death bury their Tarents strife* 

T he feareful pafsage of their death-mar kt loue, • 

And the continuance of their Barents rage y 
Which but their Childrens endnought could remoue : 

Is now the two houres trafeque of our Stage, 

The yphich if you with patient eares attend , 

V Fhat herefhal mi fie } ourtoile Jhallftriue to menjfc -% 
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CELLENT AND 

Lamentable Tragedie of 
Romeo and 

1 VL I E T. 



£wttrSampfon and Gregorie, with Swords andHunkhrS) of the- 
houfe of C apulet. 

S Amp Gregorio, on my word weele not carry Coles* 

Greg. No/or then wc fliould be Collycrs* 

Samp, lmeane^and vve be in choller, weele draw* 

Greg . I while you liue, draw yourneckeoutofchollers 
Samp, 1 lKike quickly being moued* 

Cjreg. Butthou art not quickly moued to ftrike. 

Samp. A dog of the houfe of Mcmtagne mou es me. 
fyeg. Tomoueis to ftirre^and to be vabant^is to Band* 
Therefore if thou art moued thou runftaway. 

Samp. Adog ofthac houfe ihall moue me to Band; 

I will take the wall of any man ormaideof Adour.tagues. 

Gr^Thatiliewes rhee a weake flaue/or the wcakcft goes 
t’othc wall. 

Samp, Tistruc, and therefore women beingthe weaker 
vellels are euer thruffc to the walkchercforel willpufh AdcUn- 
Xagws men from the waifand rhruft his maides to the wall. 
G'^.The quarrellisbetweene our maftevs^and vs their men. 
Samp.'], is all one I will {hew my felfe a tyrant, when I baye 
fought with tftemenj will be ciuill with thcmaide$ 3 I will cue 
ofi their heads.* 
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The mo /? lamentable Tragedie 

‘drego , T he licadcs of the maids. 

Samp- I the heads of the maids ,or their maidenheadsjtake 
jtin whatfence thou wilt. 

Cjrego. T hey mult take it fenfe,that feele it. 

Samp. Me they fhall feele while I am able to ftand,andtis 
knowne I am a pretty peece of flefh. 

Grego. Tis well thou art not fifh, if thou hadft, thou hadft 
been poore Iohmdraw thy toole here comes of the houfe of 
Jvdount agues* 

Enter two other ferpttngnsen * 

SampMy naked weapon is out,quarrell,I will bach thee 
GVe.How, turne thy backe and runne- 
Samp, Feare me not. 

Gre , No marrie, lfeare thee. 

Samp. Let vs take the Law ofour fides,let them begin." 
Gre.l will frown as I pafle by,& let them take it as they lid. 
Samp, Nay as they dare,I wil bite my thumb at them»whick 
| s a difgrace to them if they beare it, 

Abra. Doe you bite your thumb at vs fir? 

Samp. I doe bite my thumb fir, 

Abra, Doe you bite your thumb at vs fir? 

Samp, Is the Law ofour fide if I fay I? 

Gre * N o. 

Samp. No fir, I doe not bite my thumbe at you fir.butlbite 
sny thumbe fir, 

Gre. Dot you quarrell fir? 

Abra. Quarrell fir, no fir. 

Jrf.Butifyoudo fir, I am for you,Tferueas good amaasyou* 
Abra.No better, 

SampdV Well fir. Enter Bemolio. 

Gre . Say better,here comes one of my Maifters kinsmen. 
Samp. Yes better fir, 

Abra. You lie. 

Samp-Draw if you be men ffjregorie, remember thy waffling 
biowe. They fight. 

sense • Part fooles,put vp your fwords,you know-not what 
T ou do* ^ nler 



of Borneo and Miet i 

Enter Tsbalt , 

7 'iWt VVhat art thou drawne among thefe hattleflc hinds 
tume thee 'Benuglio, look vpon thy death. 

Ten. Idoebutkeepe thepcace,put vpthyfword, 
or mannage it to part thefe men with me. 

Tib. VVhat drawne and talke ofpeace?I hate th e word, 
as 1 hate hell, all Mountagues and thee: 

Haueatthecoward. 

Enter three or four e Citizens with clubs or party font. 

Op. Clubs, Billes and Partifbns,ftnkc,beate themdownc 
Downe with the Capuiets,downe with the Mountagues 
Enter old Ca p ule t in hisoowne .and his Wife. 

Capn. VVhatnoyfe isthis?giuememylongfwordhoe,. 

Wife. A crowch,a cro wch,w hy call yo» tor a fword? 

Cap. My fword I fay,old Momtagne is come, 

Andflorifhes his blade in fpight of me. 

Enter old Mount tague and his wife. 

Moan. Thou villaine Capulet, hold me not, let me go; - 
M .Wfe. 2,» Thoufhalt not ftir onefaote tofeekeafoe. 

Enter Prime £skales,»«/? his traine. 

Prince. Rebellious fubiedts enemies to peace, 
Prophancrsofthis neighbour-ftained fteele, 

\ \ ill they not hearefwhat ho, you men,youbeafts: ■ 

That q uench the fire of your pernicious rage, 

\ Vith purplefouutainesilTuingfrom your veines? 

On paine oftorturefrom thofe bloudy hands. 

Throw your mifternpered weapons to the ground, . 
Andhearethefentence ofyourmoued Prince. 

I hiee ciuill brawlesbredofanavrie word 
I>y thee old Capulet and Momtagne, 
ldaue thrice ditlurbdc the quiet ofour ftreets. 

And made Verovas auncient Citizens, 

Call by their grade befeeming ornaments, 

_° " iej ~ °ldpartizans,in hands as old, * 

Cancred with peace, to part y our cancred hate, 

Ircueryou dlfturheour ftreets againe. 




^ 'I ; 



Your- 



T be moft lamentable T ragedie 

Your liues Ihallpay the forfeit of the peace. 

For this time all the red depart away : 

You Capuleti hall goe along with me. 

And miomtagne come you this aftemoone, 

To know our Fathers plefure in this cafe: 

Tojold Fxee-towne, our common judgment placet 
Once more on paine of death, all men depart. 

Exeunt, 

Mount Whofet thisauncieut quarrell new abroach; 
Speake Nephew, were you by,when it began? 

Ben, Here were the feruants of your aduerfarie 
And yours dole fighting erel did approach, 

1 drew to part them, in the inftant came 
The fiery Ttbalt, with his fword prepard. 

Which as he breath’d defiance to iny eares, 

Hefwong about his head and cut the windes. 

Who nothing hurt wfthall,hift him in fcorne: 

While we were enterchanging thruftsand blowes, 

Came more and inore,and fought on part and part, 

Till the Prince came .whoparted either part. 

Wife , O where is 2&wwe0,faw you him to day; 

Right glad am I, he was not at thisfray. 

'Ben, Madam.an hotire before the worfiiipt Sun,' 

Peerde forth the golden window of the Eaft, 

A troubled mind draue me to walke abroad. 

Where vnderneafh the groue of Syramour, 

That Weftward rooteth from this City fide: 

So early walking did I fee your fonne. 

Towards him Imade, buthewasware ofme, 

And Hole into the couert of the wood, 

I meafuring his affections by my owne. 

Which then moft fought,where moft might not be found: 
Being one too many by my weary fclfe, 

Purfuedmy honour,notpurluing his, 

And gladly lhunned,who gladly fled from me. 

Mount. Many amorning hath he there beene feene, 

4 ° VVitn 



of Borneo and Juliet. 

With teares augmenting the frefh mornings cfcaw^ 

Adding to cloudes,more cloudes with his deepe fighes. 
But all fo foone as the all cheering Sunne, 

Should in the far the ft Eaft begin to draw, 
Thelhadiecurtainesfrom Auroras bed. 

Away from light fteales home my heauy fonne, 
Andpriuatein his Chamber pennes himfelfe. 

Shuts vp his windowes,lockes£ure day-light out^ 

And makes himfelfe an artificiall night, 
Blackeandportendous mult this humor proue, 

VnlelTe good counfellmay the caufe remoue. 

Ben. My noble vncle doe you know the caufe? 

Moun. I neither knowit,nor can learne of him. 

Ben, Haueyotiimportundehim byanymeanes? 

Moun. Both by tsy felfe and many otherfnends > 

But he his own affections counfeller. 

Is to himfqlfe(l will not fay ho w true) 

But to himfelfe fo fecret and fo clofe, 

Sofarrefrom founding and difcouery. 

As is the bud bit with an enuious worme, 
nre he can fpread his fweeteleaues to the ayre^ 

Or dedicate his beauty to the fame. 

Courd we but learne from whence his forrowes grow"' • 

We would as willingly giue curc.as know . 

Enter Romeo, 

Emu. See where he comes, fo pleafe vou ftep afiele, 

lie know his greeuance or be much dea’ide. 

Mow. I would thou wertfp happy by thy ftay. 

To heare true flirift,come Madam lets away. 

Bernol. Good morrow Coufin. 

Romeo, Is the day fo young; 

Ben. But new ftrookqmne! 

Aymefadhouresfecmelona: ' . 

Was thatmy father that went hence fo fall? 

~* en t was . what fudneslengrlkns Romeos lioures? 

® Ram* Not 
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R«. Not hauing that, which hauing, makes them Ihort, 
Bert, Inloue. 

Romeo .Out, 

Bert, Of loue. 

Rom. Out of her fauour where I am in lone, 

Ben. Alas that louefo gentle in his view. 

Should be fo tyrannous and rough in proofe. 

Romeo. Alas thatloue,whofe view is muffled ftill, 
Should without eyes,fce path waies to his will: 

Where thall wedmetO me: what fray was here? 

"Y ei tell me not/or I haue heard it all: 

Hercs much to doe wichhate,but more with louc: 

Why then O brawling loue,01ouing hate, 

O any thing of nothing firft created: 

O heauie hghtnefle,ferious vanity, 

Mifhapen Chaos of welfeeing formes, 

Feather oflead,bright fmokc,cold fier,ficke health. 

Still waking fleepe,that is not what it is. 

T his’loue feele I, that fcele fio loue in this, 

Doeff thou not laugh? 

Ben, No Coze, 1 rather weepe, 

Rom. Good heart at what? 

Ben. Atthy good harts opprefsion. 

Romeo. Why fuchis loues tranfgrefsiorfi 
Gnefes ofmine o wne lie heauie in my bread, 

Which thou wilt propagate to haueitpreaft, 

With more of thine, this loue that thou haft fhowne. 
Doth ad more griefe,to too much of mine owne. 

^ Loue is a fmoke made with thefumeoffighes, 

Being purgd,a fire fparkling in louers eyes. 

Being vext,afea nourifhtwithlouingteares, 

W hat is it elfe?amadnefle,moft dilcreet, 

A choking gall, and a preferuingfweet; 

Farewell my Coze. 

Ben.Sott I will goe along. 

And if you leauc me fo, you doe me wrong. , 



of ftomeo and luliet. 

r TutI hauc loft my felfe.I am not here, 

Ttosjs not Ramffets feme otherwhere. 

Ben Tell me infadnelle.who is that you loue? 

i?aw*.VVhat lhalll grone and tell thee? 

2to.Grone.why no-.but : fadly tell me who? 

R om . A fickc man in fadneile makes his will: 
Awordillvrgd to one that is fo ill: 

In fadnefTe Cozin,l do loue a woman, 

Ben. 1 aymd fo ncare,when I fuppofde you lou d. 

Rom, Aright good marke mar^and ihees faire 1 louc« 
Ben. A rio-ht faire marke faire Coze is fooneft hit. 

Romeo VVell in that hit you miflc,£heel not be hit 
With Cupids arrow, fbe hath Di*ns wit: 

Andinftrongproofe ofehaftitie well armd, 

F rom loucs weake childifh bow flic liucs vnch armd. 

Shee will not flay the fiege oflouingtearmes. 

Nor bideth’incounter of aflailing eyes* 

Nor ope her lap to fainft-feducing gold, 

O Ihe is rich in beautie,onely poore. 

That when flie dies, with bcautie dies her ftore. 

Ben , Then (hehathfworne,that fhe will ftillliue clialt? 
iton.Shc hath, and in that fparing.make huge waft: 

For beauty fteru'd with her feuerity. 

Cuts beauty off from all pofteritie. 

She is too faire, too wife, wifely too faire^ 

To merit bliflfe by making me difpaire; 

She hathforfwornc to loue,andin that vow. 

Do I liue dead, that liue to tcllit now. 

Ben. Beruldeby ine,forget to thmke of her. 

Rom. O teach me how I fliould forget to tbinke, 

Ro. By giuing liberty vnto thine eyes. 

Examine other beauties. 

Ro. Tis the way to call hers(exquifit)in queftion more, 
Thefehappy maskesthat kiflefaire Ladies brewes. 

Being blacke.puts vsin mind they hide the faire: 

He that is ftrooken blind, cannot forget 
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The precious trcafure of his eye-fight loft, 

Shew me a MiftrifTe that is palling faire, 

What doth her beamy feme butasa note. 

Where I may read who paft that pasfing fairc: 

Farewell thou cahft not teach me to forget, 

Ben. lie pay that do<ftrine,or elfe die in debt. Exeunt 

Enter Capulet,G?»*th? Paris,<?«d the dorene. 

Capa. Afountagtee is bound as we 1 as I, 

In penalty alike, arid tis nor hard I thinke, 

F or men fo oldaswce to keepe the peace. 

Par . Of honourable reckoning are you both., 

And pittie fisyoU liu’d at odsfo long: 

But now my Lord.what fay r you to myfute? 

CapH. But faying ore whatl haue faid before,, 

My child is yet aftranger in the world, 

Shcc hath nocfeene the change offourtecneyeareSj 
Let two more Summers wither in their pride 
Ere we may thinke her ripe to be a bride. 

Pan. Younger then /lie, are happy mothers made, 

Capu. And too foone mard are thofe fo e3rly mades 
Earth hath fwallowed all my hopes but fhe, 

Sheesthe hopeful! Lady of my earth. 

But wooe her gentle Partly get her heart, 

.My will to her confent,is buca part. 

And fire agree, within her fcope of choife. 

Lyes my confent,andfaire according voice: 
Thisnightlhold.anold accultomdfeaft. 

Whereto I haue innitedmany agueft, 

Such as I loue,and you among the llore, 

Qne tnore,moft welcome makes my number more: 

At my poors houfe,looke to behold this night, 

Earth treading ftarres,that make darke heauen light, 

Such comfort as dolufty young menfecle. 

When well appareld Aprill onthe heele 
Of limping winter treads, euenfuch delight 
Among freili fennell buds fhall you this mg ht 

Inherit 



■of Borneo and Iuliet. 

Inherit at my houle.heare all,allfcer 
And like her moft, whole merit moft fiiall be: 

Which one more veiw, of many, mine being one. 

May fland in number though in reckning none. 

Come goe with me.goc firrah trudge about. 

Through faneVeronafind thofe perfons out, 

Whofe names are written there,and to them fay. 

My houfe and welcome,on their pleafure ftay. 

Exit: 

Ser. Find them out whofe names are written.Hereitis wnr- 
ten.that the flroo -maker firould meddle with his yard, and the 
tayler with hislaft, the filher with his penfill, and the painter 
with his nets.But lam fent to find thofe perfons whofe names 
are here writ, and can neuer find what names the writing per- - 
fon hath here writ(Imuft to the learned ) in good time 
Enter Benuolio,<j»dR6meo. 

Ben. Tut man one fire burnes out an others burning. 

One paine is lefned by an others anguifiij 
Turne giddie,andbe holpeby backward turning: 

One defperate greefe,cures with an others languish? 

Take thou fome new infeftion to the eye. 

And the rank poy fon of the old Wil die. 

Romeo. Your Plantan leafeis excellent for that, 

"Ben. For whatl pray thee? 

Romeo, For your broken fhin, 

Ben. Why/fowwtfartthoumad? 

Rom, Not mad but bound mote then a madman is? . 

Shut vp in prifon,kept without my foode, 

Whipt and tormentediand Godden good fello w, 
*SVr,Godgigoden,I pray fir can you read; * < 

Rom, I mine owne fortune in my rniferi e . 

Ser. Perhapsyou haue learnedit without booke: '• 
out I pray can you read any thing vou fee? 

lift know the letters and the language. . 

Rer. \ e fay nonellly, reft you merry. 

Rom. Stay fellow,! canread. 
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S He reades the Letter* 

Eignettr Martino >a»d bis wifemd daughters i Corns Anf.t 
Ins beautious fitters , the Lady A of \ 

Placcntio yOttabts loucljNeeces ♦ Mercutio and his brother vffT 
tinc-.mnk vrcle Capu let far mfe and daughterly faire Lee 

Dtio ^ &,c ” / ” Tybait ■ *■* 

A faire allembly, whither fhould they come? 

Ser. Vp.- 

Ro. Whither to (upper, 

Seri Toourhoufe. 

Ho, VThofe houfe? 

S en My Maillcrs, 

Ho. Indeede I fhould haueasktyou that before. 

Ser, Now lie tell you withoucasking, My maifter is the 
great rjch Cap Jet, 8c ifyou be not of the houfe o iMomtams 
1 pray come and crulh a cup ofwine.Reftyou merry* * 

Ben, At this fame auncien t fealt of Cap-Jets , 

Sups the {iueRofdine whom thou fo loues: 

With all the admired beauties O [Verona, 

Go thither and with vnattainted eye. 

Compare her face withfome that 1 fhall fhew. 

And I will make the thinke thy fvvan a crow. 

So, When thedeuoutreligionofminecye* 

Maintair.es fuchfalfhoodjthenturne teares to fierf 
And thefewho often drowud,cou!d neuerdie, 

1 ranlparentHereticquesbe burntforliers. 

One fairer then my loue?thc all feeingSun 
Nere faw hermatch,fince firft the world begun, 

• Ben : T utyou faw her faire none elfe being by, 

. Her felfe poyfdc with her felfe in either eye: 

But in that Chrilfallfcalcs let there be waid, 

Your Ladxesdoue agaiaftfomc other maid. 

That I will /hew you fhimng at this feaft. 

And (lie lhallfcantiheu'iwell, that now /hewesbeft. 
AV.llcgoc along nofuch fight to be fhowne. 

Rut* 



of^omeo and Iultef. 

But to reioyce in fplendor of mine owne* 

Enter Capukts Wife and Nurfe . 

Wife, Nurfewhcr smy daughter'call her forth to me, 
Nurfci Nw by my maidenhead^ at twelae years old l bad her 
come yvhat Lamb ,what Ladybird >Cjod for bid , 

Whcresthis Girlrtwhat luliet. 



I uliet. How now who calls? 

Nur. Jour mother. 

\utu Madam lam here, what is your will# 

Wife* Thisis thematter.Nude giuelcaue awhilc^wcemult 
talkeinfecret.Nurfecome backeagaine, Ihaueremembred 
me,thoufe heare our counfell.Thou knowefl my daughter s 
of a pretyage. 

N uvCcEaitb I can tell her age vnto an houre . 

WtfeShzes not fourtecne* 

Nurfe.I lelayfourteene of my teeth ^and yettomjfteene be itfpoken 7 
I haue but foure.fhees not four teene . 

How longts it now to Lammas tide? 

Wife . A fortnight and odde day es. 

Nurfc Euen or odd y of all dates tn theyeare come Lammas Eueat 
night Jb all fhe befourteeneSu fa n and tyefjodresl all f hr tflian fouls , 
wereofaftage.WeUSuhnis with God flue waste goodformee • But 
as I /aid on Lammas Eue at ntgbt fhall [hee bee fourt eerie , that [hall 
(hee marrte y I remember it well \ Tis fince the Earth -quake now 
e leueny cares >ar<d [he was we and I ncuer Jh all forget it , of all the dates 
of the yeare vpon that day : for I had then latdworme-woodio my 
dug fitting m the Same vnder the Donehoufe wall % tJMy Lord and 
you were then at Mantua^^j/ 1 doe beare a brains . But as I faide % 
when it did tafi the worms- wood on the nipple of my Duage ^ and 10 ' 
fc It it b inter ,prett yfooleje fee tt teachte ana fall out with the < Dugge r 
Shake qnot h the ‘Eoue- houfe ywas no neede I trow to bid wee trudgei 
end fince th At time it is a leuenyeares^ for then floe could fand a lone 7 
nay bt throoae Jhe could haue rumie and wadled all about \ for etun 
the day before Jhe broke her brow ^and then my HuJbandfGod bee with 
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bisfoule, anas a mtrneman, toohevp the child.yea auoth WJ„ t 
thonfaUvpon thy face i then wtlt fall backeward whenZutfitlt 
wityvut thou Mtlulc? *And by my hoi y dam, the pretty wretch left 
crying .and fatd / : to fee now how a left Jhall come about , l warrant 
and l fh all hueathoufand y cares, I neuerfh’ould form it : wilt thou 
not lul c quoth hei andprt ttyfoole it ftinted.andfaid l. 

Old La. Inoughofrhis,I pray thee hold thy peace 

Nurfe. res Madam , yet 1 cannot chafe but laugh , tothinheit 
fhould leans crying and fay 1 : and yet I warrant it hadvpon it brow a 
bompe as bigas ayomg Qockrels Hone > a perilous knocks audit cried 
bitter/ 7. 7 ea quoth my husband, fall ft vponthy face, thou wilt fell 
back*. *rd when thou commeftto age : wilt thou not Iule?It fimted and 
fetal, 7 

lull. And flint thou too, Jpray thee Nurfe/ay I. 

Nurfe. Peace 1 haue done: Cjodmarkythee too his grace jhouwafl 
the prettieft babe that ere Irnrfl, and I might Hue to fee thee married 
mce.Xhauetnywifh. 



Old La. Marry that marry is the very theame 
I came to tallcc of' tell me daughter luhet, 

How ftands your difpofltions to be Married? 

I«/i. Itisanhourethacldreamenotof, 

Nurfe. An ho ure, were not 1 time onelyNurfe , I would [ay thou 
. hadft fuckt wife dome from thy teat. 

OldLa.We[\ think of marriage no wronger then you 
Here \nVerena,l adiesofefteeme, 

Are made already mothers by my count. 

1 was your mother, much vpon thefeyeares 
That you are now a maide.fhus then in briefe: 
i he valiant Pans feekesyou for his loue. 

?i\ urfe, A man young La Ay, Lady fuch a. man as all the worlds 
Why hees a man of w axe . 

Old La. Veronas Summer hath not fuch a flower, 

Nurle. A ay bees a flower ,in faith a very flower. 

Old La. What fay you, can you loue the Gentleman? 

This night you fhali behold him at our feaft. 

Read 01c the volume of younglWr face, 

And 



effymeo and Juliet: 

And find delight, writ there with beauties pen. 

Examine euery feuexall liniament, 

And fee how one an other lends contents 
And what obfeurde in this faire volume lies, 

Find written in the margean t of his eyes . 

This precious booke of loue, this vnbound louer a 
To beautifishim, onely lacks a Couer. 

Thefilhliuesinthe fea.and tis much pride 
For faire without, the faire within to hide: 

That booke in manies eyes dothfhare the glorie 9 
That in gold dafpes, locks in the golden ft one: 

So fhali youfhare all that he doth poflelTe, 

By hauing him, making yourfelfe no lefle, 

No lefle nay bigger women grow by men* 

Old La. Spcake briefly can you like of Tarts loue? 
luli. lie looke to like, if looking liking moue. 

But no more deepc will I endart mine eye 

Then your conlcnt giucs flrength tomakefiy. E nterSeru'mg. 

Scrutng. Madam, the guefts are come, fupper feru’d vp, you 
cald, my young Lady asktfbr,the Nurfe curfl: in the Pantrie, 
and euery thing in extremitieil muft hence to wait, Ibefeech 
youfollow ftraight. 

Mo. We follow thee, Iuliet the Countie flaies, 

Nurfe, Goe gyrle, feeke happle nights to hap pic dayes. 

Exeunt, 

Enter Romeo, Mercutio, Benuolio, with fine or fixe other 
LMaskers torch bearers. 

Romeo. What fliall this fpeech befpokefo-r our eHcuft# 

Or fhali we on without apslogie? 

"Ben. The date is out of fuclvprolixitie, 

Weele haueno C*ifp»W,hudwinckt with a skarfc. 

Bearing a Tartars painted bow of lath, 

Skanng the Ladies like a Crow-keeper. 

But let them meafure vs by what they will, 

Weele meafure them a meafureand be gone, 

Rom. Glue me a torch, I am not for this ambling, 
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Being but heauy I will bearc the light. 

Mercu Nay gentle Romeo ,-wc muft haue you dance, 

Ro. Not lbe1eeueme,you'hauedancingfhooe$ 

With nimble foies, I haueafoule of lead 
So flakes me to the ground I cannot moue. 

M~r, You are a louer, borrow Cupids wings. 

And fore with themabouca common bound. 

Romeo, I am too fore enpearced with his iliaft, 

To (bare with his light fethers.and lo bound, 

I cannotbound a pitch aboue dull woe, 

Vnder loues heauy burthen doe I finke. 

Horatio. And to finke in it fhould you burthen loue. 
Too great'opprefsion for a tender thing, 

Romeo. Is loue a tender thingfit is too rough , 

Too rude, too boyftcrous.and it pricks like thorne,’ 

Mer- Ifloue be rough with you berough withloue 
Prick loue for pricking, and you beat loue downe, 

Giue me a cafe to put my vifage in, 

A vifor for a vifor,what care I 
What curious eye doth quote deformities: 

Here are the beetle browes /hall blufh for me. 

Ben. Come knocke and enter, and no fooner in. 

But euery man betakes him to his legs, 

Ro, A torch for me, let wantons light of heart 
Tickle the fenceleffe rulhes with their hedes; 

For I am prouerbd with a grau nfire Phrafe, 
lie be a candle-holder and looke on. 

The game was nere fo faire, and 1 am dun. 

Mer. Tut, duns the rooufc, the Conftablesowne word 

Ifi’thou artdun,weele draw thee from the mire 
Or faue you reuerence loue, wherein thou ftickeft 
Vp to the eares,come wc burne day -light ho, 

Ro. Nay chats not fo. 

Mer. I mcanefirin delay 
We waft our lights in vaine,lighrs lights by day: 

Take our goodmeaning.for our Iudgement fits, 

Frue times in that,ere once in our fine wits. 
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Ro. And we meane w ell in going to this Maske, 

But tis no wit to go, 

Mer, VVhy may one askej 
RomX dreampt a dreame to night. 
tJMer, And fo did I, 

Rom, Well what was yours? 

Otter. That dreamers often lye. 

Ro- In bed a fleepe wh.ic they doe dreame things true, 
Mer. O thenlfee Queene Mab hath beene with you: 
Sheisthe Fairies midwife,and fliee comes ifl^apc no bigger 
the an Agat ftone,on theforefinger of an Alderman, di awn e 
with a teeme of little atomies, oner mens nofes as they Iiea- 
fleenether waggon fpokes made of long fpmners legsrthe cq- 
ucrofthc wingsof grafhoppers.her traces of the fmalleft fin- 
der web her collets of the moonfhines watry beams.h er whip 
of Crickets bone, thclafhofPhilorne, her waggoner, a /mail 
crav coated Gnat, not halfe fo bigge as a round little worme. 
pnekt from the laziefinger of aman.Her Chariot is an emp- 
tieHafclnut,madeby the loyner fquirrel or old Grub, time 
out a mind, the Faries Coachmakersrand in this ftate flic gal- 
lops night by night, tlitogh louers brains, & then thev dream 
of loue.On Courtiers knees,that dreame on Curfies ftrait,ore 
Lawyers fingers who ftrait dreams on fces,ore Ladies lips wl.o 
ftrait onkifles dreame, which oft the angry Mab with blifters 
plagues, becaufe their breach with fweete meats tainteaaie* 
So metime (lie gallops ore a Courtiers nofe , and then dreams 
heoffineUing out a futetandfometime comes fhee with a tit h- 
pigs tale, tickling a Parfos nofe as aliesafleepe.the he dreams 
ot another Benefice. Somtimelliedriueth ore a fouldiers neck, 
and thendreames he ot {cutting forrainethroats^ot breach^, 
ambufcados,fpanifiiblades:Oi’ healths fiuefadome deepe, Sc 
then anon drums in his care,at which he ftartes and wakes, & 
being thus frighted, fwcares a prayer ortwo & fleepes againe: 
this is that very Mab that plats the manes of horfes in the 
iiight:and bakes the Flklocks in foule fluttilh haires, which 
once vntangled, much misfortune bodes* 
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This is the hag, when maides lie on their backs, 1 
That prefles them, andlearnes them firft to bearc 
Making them women of good carriage* 

This is 

Romeo . Peace,peace, Afercutio peace. 

Thou calkflof nothing, 

Merc. True,Italkeof dreames: 

W hich are the children of an idle braine. 

Begot of nothing but vaine phantafie: 

V Vhichis as thin of fubffanceas theayre, 

A nd more inconftant then the wind, who wooes 
i:uen now die frozen bofome of the North: 

And being angerd puffes away from thence. 

Turning his fide to the dew dropping South. 

Sen. This wind you talkc of; blowes vsfromourfelues'. 
Supper is done, and we (hall come too late. 

■Ro. 1 feare too early, formy niindmifghies s 
Smie conle^uenceyet hangingin the ftarres. 

Shall bitterly begin his fearetull date 
With this nights rcuels,and expire the terms 
Of a defpifed lileclofdein my brefh 
By foine vile forfeit of vntimely death. 

But he thathath theifirrageof my courfe, 

Diredf my fute; on luftie Gentlemen. 

Tien. Strike Drum. 

Z hey march about theStage , and Seruingmen come forth with 
napkins. 

Enter Romeo, 

Ser. V Vheres Potpan that hehelpes not to takeaway? 

He Ihift a trencher, he ferapea trencher?. 

i, V V hen good manners lhall lie all in one or two mens 
hands, and they vnwalht too, tis a foule thing. 

Ser. Away with theioynftooles,vemoue theCourtcubbert, 
lOoke to the plate , good thou , faue mee a petce of March- 
pane, and as thou loues mee, let the porter let in SuJanGnnd- 
flone, and Nell. Apt house and Potpan, 
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YoVaTclookt for,and cald for .askt foi^and foughtfor 

^WeTanniXhe^eand there too,chearely boyes. 

Be brisk a while, and the longer liu er take all. 

Exeunt, 

Enter all the guefis and gentlewomen tothe 

Maskers. 

i Cam Welcome gentlemen, Ladies thathaue their toes 
Vnplagued with Cornes,will walke about with you: 

Ah my Aliftrefles, which ofyou all 

Will now deny todancc,fhcthat makesdainty, 

Shelle fvve are hath Cornesiam I come nearcye now? 
Welcome Gentlemen , I hau e feenc the day 
That I haue wome a vifor and could tell 
A whifpering tale in afaire Ladies eat e: 

Such as would p!eafe:tis gone,tis gone,tis gone. 

You are welcome gentlemen, come Muiitians play* 

Muficke plates, and they dance , 

A hall,ahall, giueroome,andfoote itgirles. 

More light you knaues,anc! turne the tables vp : 

And quench thefier,theroome isgrowneroohoto- 
Ah firrah,tliis vnlookt for fpor t comes well: 

Nay fit, nay fit, good Cozm Capulct, 

F or you and I are part our dauncing daiest 
Howlongifl: now fincelaftyourfelfe andl 
Werein^a maske? 

2 . Capu. Berlady thirty yeares* 
r . Capa. Whar man tis noc fo much, tis not fo mtiehy 
Tisfince the nuptiall of Lttdentio , 

Come Pemycolt as quickly as it will. 

Some hue and twenty yeares,and then we'maskt. ■ 
t .Capu. Tis more, tis more, hi$ fonne is cider fir: 

His fonne is thirty, 
i .Capu. Will you tell me that? 

His fonne was but a ward two yeares agoe. 
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Ro. What Ladie is that which doth in rich the hand 
Of yonder Knight* 

Ser, Iknow not fir. 

Ro, O fhedoth teach the torches to burne bright: 
ltfeemes (he hangs vpon thechecke of night, 

As a rich Iewelin amGthiops eare. 

Beauty too richfor vfe.for earth too deare: 

So lhewes a fno wie Doue trooping with Crowes, 

As yonder Lady ore her fello wes fhowes: 

The meafurc done, lie watch her placeofftand. 

And touching hers,make blefied my rude hand. 

Did my heart loue till no w,forfweate it fight. 

For I nerefaw true beauty till this nighr. 

Tib , Thisby his voiCe,{houldbea Mountagae. 

Fetch me my Rapier boy, what dares the ilaue 
Come hether couerd with an antique face, 

To fleere and fcorne at our folemnitie* 

No w by the ftocke and honour of my kin, 

To flrike him dead 1 hold it not a fin, 

Capn.Y Vhy howinow kinsman wherefore ftormeyoufo? 
Tib . Vnclethisisa Momtague ourfoc: 
Avillainethatis hither come in fpighr. 

To fcorneat ourfolemnitie this night. 

Capu. Young Romeo i s it, 

Tib. Tis he, that villain & Romeo, 

Capu. Content thee gentle Cozc.let him alone, 

A beareshim like a portly Gentleman* 

And to fay truth, Verona, brags of him, 

To be avertuousand wellgouernd youth, 

1 would not for the Wei th of all this townc, 

Herein my houfedoehimdifparagement: 

Therefore be patient , take no note of him, 

It is my will, the which if thou refpett, 

Shewafaire prefence, and putolfthefefrownes, 
Anillbefecming femblancefor a feaft. 

Tib. ltfitswhenfuchavillaineisaguefi:, 
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lie not endure him. 

Capu. lie fhall be endured. 

What goodmanboy,lfay hefhall,go too, 

Amlthemaifterhereoryonfgotoo, 

Youle not endure him,God fhall mend my foule, 

Youle make amutinie among my guefts: 
you will fet cock a hoope, youle be the man, 

Ti. Why vncle, ti s a fhame, 

Capu. Gotoo,gotoo, 

You are a fawcyboy,iltlo indeed? 

This tricke may chance to fcath you I know what , 

You tnuft contrary me , marry tis time. 

Well laid my hearts, you are a princox, goe, 

Be quiet, ormorelight,more lighttorlhame, 
lie make you quiet (what) chearely my hearts. 

Ti. Patience perfov cc,with wiilfullcholer meeting. 
Makes my flefli tremble in their different greeting: 

I will withdraw but this intrulion fhal 

Now feemingfweete,conuert to bitter gall. Exit , 

Ro. Ifl prophane with my vnworthieff hand. 

This holy lhrine, the gentle fin is this, ^ 

JVly lips two blufhing Pylgrims did ready ftand. 

To fmooth that rough touch with atender kiile. 

In. Good Pilgrime you do wrong your hand too much 
Which mannerly deuotion flievves in this. 

For faints haue hands,that Pilgrims hands doe tuch, 
Audpalmeto palmcisholy Palmer* kitTe, 

Ro. Haue not Saints lips and holy Palmers too? 
luli. 1 Pilgiim,lips that they muft vie in prayer. 

Rom. O then deare Saint, let lips doe what hands doe. 
They pra y (grant thou)leafl faith turne to difpaire. 

In. Saints due not moue, though grantfor prayers fake* 
Ro. 1 hen mouenotwhile my prayers effect 1 cake, 
Tims from my lips, by thine my finis purgd, 
la. Then haue my lips the fin that they hauetookc, 

Ro. Smfrommy lips,0 trelpasfvveetly vrgd: 



Giuc 




T be mott lamentable T rage Us 

<5 hie me my fin againe. 

Mi. You kifTeuithbooke* 

Nstr. Madam your mother craues a word with you; 

Rom. What is her mother* 

Netrf. Marrie Batcheler, 

Her mother is the Lady of the Iioufe, 

And a good Ladie, and a wife and vertuous, 

INurft herdaughter that you talkt withall; 

I cell you, he that can lay hold of her , 

Shall haue the chiticks, 

Rom. I s fir e a Cut ulet? 

Odeareaccountl my life is my foes debt. 

’Ben. Away, begone, thefport is at the beft. 

Rom. 1 fo I feare, the more is my vnreft . 

£apu. Nay Gentlemen prepare not to be gone^ 

W e haue a trifling foolifh banquet towards; 

Isit ene fo ! why then 1 thanke you all. 

Ichankeyou honeft gentlemen, goodnight; 

Moretorches here, come on, then lets to bed. 

Ah firrah, by my faie it waxes late, 
lie tomy reft. 

Mi. Come hither Nurfe, what is yond gentleman? 

Nnrf. The fonne and heire of old TjbeHo. 

lult. VVhats he that now is going outof doore* 

Nur. Marrie that IthinkebeyoungP^racA/s. 
l»li. VVhats he that follows here that would not dance? 
Nurf. I know not. 

Iult. Go aske his name, if he be married, 

„ My graueis like to be my wedding bed, 

N urf. His name is Romeo , and & Mount 'gw. 

The onely fonne of your great cncmie, 

lid- My onely loue fprung from my onely hate. 

Too early feene,vnknowne, and kaowne too lace. 
Prodigious birth of loue it is to mee, 

That lmuft loue a loathed eneniie. 

Nurf, VVhats tis* whatstisJ 
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In. A rime I learnt cuen now 

Of one I danft withall. 

One cals within luliet. 

Niirfe. Anon,anon: 

Comelets away, the ftrangers all are gone, 

ExemiU 

Chorus. 

Now old delire doth in his deathbed lie. 

And yongaffe&ion gapes to be his heire , 

Thatfaire for which loue gron’de for and would die, 

VVith tender /#/*?< matcht, is now not faire. 

Now Romeo is beloued, and loues againe, 

A like bewitched by the charme ol lookes: 

But to his foe fuppofde he inuft complaine. 

And fhc fleale Joues fweet bait from fearefull hookes; 

Being held afoe,he may not haue accefte 
T o breath fuch vo wes as louers vfe to fweare. 

And flie as much in loue, her meancs much lelle, 

To tneetc her newbeloued anywhere; 

But pafsionlcnds them Power, time meanes to meete, 
Tempringextremities with extreamcfweete. 

Enter Romeo alone. 

Rom. Can I goe forward when my heart is here, 

Turne backe dull earth and find thy Center out. 

Enter BenuoIio,u>«&Mercutio. 

Ben. Romeo jmy Cozen Romeo Romeo . 

Mer.lieis wiie,& onmy lifehath ftolne himhome to bed, 
Ben. He ran this way and leapt this Orchard wall, 
t-al 1 good Mercutio: 

Nay llecouiuretoo. 

Mer. tfmeajuimours, madman, pafsionlouer, 

Appeare thoumthelikenefleofa figh, . 
opeake but one rimeand I am fatisfied: 

“ uta ynic,prouaunt, but loue and day, 

pea <e to my gofhip ZJenus one faire word, 

Une nick »amefar h er purblind fonne and her. 
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Young Abrahaw.Cupid he that (hot fo true, 

W hen King Cophetua lou’d the begger maid, 

I'lehearerh not,heftriueth not,he moueth not, 

The ape is dead, and I mutt coniure him, 

Iconiure the by Rofdtnes bright eyes. 

By her high forehead, and her Scarlet lip, 

By her finefoote,ftraight leg,and quiuering thigh," 

And the demeanes, that there adiacent lie. 

That in thy likenefle thou appeare to vs, 

Ben. Andif he hearc thee thou wiltanger him, 

Mer. This cannotanger him/would anger him 
T o raife a fpirit in his milirclfe circle, 

Offomeftrange nature, letting it there (land 
Tillfhehadlaideit,and coniured it downe. 

That were fome fpight. 

My inuocation is faire and lioneft ,and in his miftrefl'c name, 
X coniure onely but to laifevphisn, 

Ben. Come, he hath hid himfelfe among thefe trees 
T o beconforted with the humetous night; 

Blind is his loue,and beft befits the darkc. 

Mer • Ifloue 6e blind, loue cannot hit the marke^ 

Now will he fitvndera Medlerti ce, 

And wifh his miftrefie were that kind of fruite. 

As maides call Medlers when they laugh alone, 

O Romeo that (he were,0 that (he. were 
An open, or thou a Poprin Peare. 

Romeo goodnight lie to my truccle bed. 

This field-bed is to cold for me to fieepe^ 

Come (hall we goe? 

r Ben. Go then,for tisin vaineto feekehim here 
. . Thatmeanes nottobefound. Exit, 

Ro. Heieafhatfcarresthat neuer felt a wound, 
Butfoft,whatlight through yonder windowe breaks? 

1 1 is the Eafl,and lahct is the Sunne. 

A rife faire Sun and kill the enuious Moonc, 

■Who is already ficke and pale with griefe, 

That 
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Thatthou her maid art far more faire then (her 
Be not her maid fince (he i s enuio u s. 

Her veftal liuery is bu t ficke and greene. 

And nonebutfooles doe weareit,caftit off: 

Itis my Lady,0 itis my loue,0 that (he kne w(he were, 
Shefpeakesyet (hefayesnothing,whatof that? 
Hereyedifcourfes,I will anfwere it; 

I am too bold tis not to me (he fpeakest 
T wo ofthe faireft (larres in all the heauen, 

Hauing fome bufines do entreat her eyes. 

To twinckle in their fpheres till they returne, 

Whatif her eyes were there, th^y in her head. 

The bnghtnefieofhercheeke^ould fhamethofeftarres 
As day-light doth alampe,her iyc in heauen. 

Would through the ayrie region ftreame fo bright. 

That birds would fing,and thinke it were not night: 

See how (he leanesher cheekevpon her hand. 

O that I were a gloue vpon that hand, 

Thatlmighttouch that cheeke. 
hilt . Ay me 
Rom. She fpcalces. 

Oh fpeake againe bright angell, for thou art 
As gloriouscothis night being oremy head. 

As is a winged mettenger of heauen 
Vnto rhe white vpturned wondring eyes, 

Ot mortalls that (all backc to gaze on him. 

When he beftridcs the lazie puffing Cloudes, 

And failes vpon the bofome of the ayre. 

luli. O Romeo, Romeo ,\ vherefore art thou Romeot 
Denie thy father and refufe thy name: 

Orifthou wilt not, be but fwornemy loue, 

And«le no longer be a Cajukt , 

fT* ^ heare more, or (hall I fpeake at this? 

lull. Ti s but thy name that is my enemy: 
lou art thy felfc, chough not a Mount wue, 
iats Mount ague hi is nor hand nor foote, 
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Nor arme nor face,Q be fotne other name 
Bclo nging to a man. 

V Vhai s in a name that which we call a rofe. 

By any otheEwoi'd would fmell as fweete. 

So Romeo would, were he not Romeo cald , 

Retaine that dcare perfection which he owes/ 

Without thattide./fowwo doffe thy name. 

And for thy name which is no part ofthee. 

Take all myfelfe. 

Ro. I take thee at thy word: 

Gall me but loue,andllc be new baptizde. 

Hence forth I newer will be Romeo, 

iuli. What m tn arc thoil, that thus befereend in night 
So flumbleft on my counfell? 

Ro, By a name.Lknovv norhowto tell thee who I ami 
My name deare faint,is 4 iatcfull to my felfe, 
Becaufeitisan enemy to thee, 

Jjadl it written,! would teare the word, 

lnli. My eares haveyet not drunke a hundred words 
Ofthy tongues vttering,yetl know the found. 

Art thou not Romeo, and a Mountagtiei 

Rom. Neither faire maid e,if either tbcediflike. 

In. How camel! thou hither, tell me, and wherefore#. 
The Orchard walls are high and hard to climbe. 

And the place death, confideiing who thou art 
Ifany ofmy kinfmen find thee here, 

Ro. With loues light wings did I oreperch thefe walk* 
For ffony limics-cannot holdloue our. 

And what loue cando,thac dares loue attempts 
Therefore thy kinfmen areno flop to me, 

U. If they do fee thee, they will murther thee, • 

Ro. Alackc there lies more perill in thine eye, 

Then twenty oftheir fwords,looke thou but fweete, 

And I am proefeagainff their enmity, 

Jtt, 1 would not for the world they faw thee here, 
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„ T L.,„ e niehts cloake to hide me from their ejes 
AndbJt thou loueme,let them find me here. 

My life were better ended by their hate, 
in/ n jpnthDroroocd wanting of thy loue; 

l! Bv whofedueftion foundft thou out this place?- 
v g By loue that fill! did promp me to enquire, 
Helentmecounfelh and I lent him eyes: 

I am noPylot,yet were thou as far 

As that vail fhorewafhet with thefarthclr fea 3 

I fliould aduenture for fuch matchandife 

iuli. T hou knoweft the maske of night is on my face, • 
Elfe-woulda maiden blufti bepaint my cheeke. 

For that which thou haft heard mefpeake to night, 
f ^ine would I dwell oiiforme,taine,faine,dcnie- 

What! haue fpoke,but farewell complement. 

Doeft thou loue me?I know thou wilt fay I: 

A nd I will take thy word, yet if thou fwear ft. 

Thou maieft prouefalfe,atlouersperiuries 
They fay loue laughs,oh gentle Romeo, 

If thou deft loue, pronounce it faithfully: 

Or if thou thinkelt I am too quickly wonne, 
llefrowne and beperuerfe,andfay thee nay. 

So thou wilt wooe, but elfc not for the world. 

In truth faire Alomtague I am too fond: 

And therefore thou maieft thinke my be. hauiour light," , 
Buttruft meGentlenian,Ile prouemore true. 

Then thofe that haue coyingtobeftrangc, 

I fliould haue beene more ftrange,! muft confefTe,, 

But that thou ouev heardfterel was ware 
My truelouepaision,therefore pardon me. 

And not impute this veclding to light loue, . . 

Which the darke night hath fo difeouered. 

Rom . Lady ,by yonder bkfled Moone I .vow, 

That tips with filuer all thefefruite tree tops; 

I«. Ofweare not by the Moone th’inconftant Moone, . 
That monethly changes in hen circled erbe, 
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Lcaft that thy loueproue likewife variable 
Rom. What lhali I fwe are by? 
luli. Do notfweare atall: 

S;L lft . h ° U , RlItfv ! cai ' e b ^ th y § ratt '°us felfe, 

Which is the god of my Idolatry, 

And lie beleeiie thee. 

Ro. Ifmy hearts deareloue. 

In. Well doe not fwearc,although Iioy in thee* 
i nauenoioy ofthisconrraft toni^hr 
Itis too rafh.too vnaduifde,too fudden, 

Too like the ligh tning which doth ceafe to bee 
Ere, one can fay,it lightens, fweete goodnight: * 

This bud ofloue by Summers ripening breath, 

May proue a beautious flower when next wemeete’’ 

Goodnighr,gobdnight,asfwccterepofeand reft, * 

Come to thy heart, as that within my breft. 

Ro, O wilt thou leaue mefovnfatisfied? 

!•* ♦ Whatfatisfa&ioncanftthou haueto night? 

Ro, Th’exchange hf thy loues faithfullvo v for mine. 
h*. Igaue thee mine defore thou didft requefl it: 

And yet 1 wouldit were to giue againc.% 

Ro. Wouldft thou withdraw it,for what purpofe lone? 
lu, But to be franke and giue it thee againe, 

And yet I wiih but for the thing I. haue. 

My bounty is as boundleffe as^thc fea. 

My loueasdeepe,themoreIgiueto thee 
Themore 1 haue,for both are infinite: 

I hearefoipenoyfewithin.deare loue adue: 

Anon good Nurfc, fweete (JMotmtague be true: 
rjtay but a!ittle,I will come againe. 

Ro. G blefledhlefted night,Iamafeard 
Being in night,ali this isbutadreame, 
Tooflatteripgfwecttobefubftantiall. 

hi. Three words dearc Romeo , and goodnight indeed. 
If that thy bent ofioue be honorable, 

T h y purpofe ma triage, fend me word to morrow, 



of^omeo and luliet. 

By one that ile procure to come to thee. 

Where and what time thou wilt perfonne the right. 

And all my fortu nes at thy foote He lay, 

Andfollo w thee my L.throughout the world. Madam, 
Icome,anon:but if thou meaneft not well, 

Idoebefcech thee(by and by I come) Madam, 

To ceafe thy ftrife.and leau e me to my griefe, 

Tomorrow will 1 fend. 

R 0 , Sothriuemy foule. 

In. A thoufand times goodnight. 

Ro. A thoufand times the worfe to want thy light, 

Loue goes toward loue as fchooleboyes from their bookes 
But loue from loue, toward fchoole with heauy lookes. 

Enter luliet againe. 
ltt. Hift Romeo hift,Ofor afalkners voice. 

To lure this T afl'ell gentle backe againe. 

Bondage is hoar fe,and may notfpeakealoude,' 

Elfe would 1 tcare the Caue where Eccho lies. 

And make her ayry tongue more hoarfe,then 
With repetition of my Romeo , 

Ro. It is my foule that calls vpon my name,! 

How filuerfweet,foundlouers tonguesby night, 

Likefofteft Muficke to attending cares. 

In. Romeo. 

Rom . MyNeece. 
hi. What a clock to morrow 
Shall Ifend to thee? 

Ro. Bythehoureof nine. 

hit. I will not faile,tis twenty yeares till then, 

I haue forgot why 1 did call thee backe, 

Ro. Let'me ftand here till thou remember it. 
lull. I /hall forget, to haue the ftill ftand there, 
Remembring how I loue thy company. 

Re. And lie ftill flay , to haue thee (till forget. 

Forgetting any other home but this. 

hit. Tis alrnoft morning, I would haue thee gone^ 

And yet no farther then a wantons bird, That 
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T he mosl la menu hie T rage die 

That lets it hop a little from his hand. 

Like a poore prifoner in his twilled giues.’ 

And wich a (ilken chred plucks it backe againe^ 

So louinglealousofhis liberty. 

Rom.1 would I were (hy bird. 

In, Sweet fo would I, 

Yet I fhould kill thee with much chcr jfhing: 

Good night, goodnight. 

Ro. Parting is fuch iweeteforrow. 

That I fliall lay goodnight, till it be morrow. 

In. Sleepe dwell vpon thine eyes, peace in thy brealt. 

Rom. Would I werefleepeand peace fofwcete to reft 

The gray eydemorne fmiles on the frowning night, 
Checkring the Eaftcrne Clouds with llreakes ©flight 
And darkneflefleckeld like a drunkard reeles, & * 

From forth daves path way, made by Titans wheeles 
Hence will lto my ghofily Friers clofeccll, 
liis helpe to craue,and my deare hap to tell. 



Exit, 



Enttr Frier alone with a basket. 

Fri. Thegreyeydemome fmiles on the frowninc ni^hx 
Checkring the Eaftcrne Cloudes with ftrcaks oflight; ° 
And fleckcld darknefle like a drunkard reeles , 

F rom forth daies path.and Titans burning wheeles: 

Kow ere the Sun aduance his burning eve. 

The day to cheere,and nights danke dew to dry, 

3 mull vpfill this ofier cage of ours, 

Withbaleiull weedes.and precious iuicedflowers. 

The earth that’s natures mother is her tombe, 

AWhat is her burying graue,that islier wombe.* 

And from her worn be children ofdiuerskind 
We fucking on her naturall bofomc find; 

Many for many vertues excellent: 

Nonebutfor fame, and yet all different 
O mickle is the powerfull grace that lies 

In Plants, hearbs,ftones, andtheirtruc qualities: 

u. ■ : ■ For 



of ${omeo and lulie'cl 

For nought fo vile, that on the earth doth hW 
Buttotheearchfomefpecialigood doth giue: 1 
Nor ouo-htfo good,but ttraind from that faire vfe* 
Reuoltslfrom true birth,ftumbling on abufe. 
Vertueitfelfeturnes vice being mifapplied. 

And vice fometime by aftion dignified. 

Enter Romeo. 

Within the infant rinde of this weake flower 
Povfon hath relidence,and medicine power: 

For this being (melt -with that part,cheares each part. 

Being tailed flayesallfence with the heart. 

Two fuch oppofed Kings encampe them Hill, 

In man as well as hear bes, grace and rude wilk 
And where the worfer is predominant. 

Full foone the Canker death eatesvp that Plant. 

Ro : Good morrowfacher. 

Fr. Benedicite, 

What early tongue fo fweete faluteth me£ 

Youngfonne,it argues a dillempcredhcd, 

Sofoone to bid goodmorrow to thy bed: 

Care kcepes his watch in euery old mans eye. 

And where Care lodges,flecpc will neuer lye: 

■But where vnbrufed youth with vnftuftbraitie 
Doth couch his lims, there golden fleepe doth raigtlj, 
Therefore thy earlinefle doth me allure. 

Thou art vproufd with fomediftemprature: 

Or if not fo.then here 1 hit it right. 

Our Romeo hath not beene in bed to night. 

Ro, Thatlallis true,the Tweeter relt was mine# 

. Fn. God pardon fin,wall thou with Rofalme ? 
lidtn . With Rof ahe, my ghoftly father no, 

J. haueforgot that name,and that names woe. 

I n. Thats my good fon, but where haft thou beene then? 
Ro. lie cellthee ere thou aske it me agen: 

1 haue beene feaftmg wi th mine enemie, 

V V her on a fudden one hath wo un ded met 
E 



Thats 




T he moH lament able T rageite 

Thats by me wounded,both our remedies 
Within thy helpeand holyphificke lies: 

1 beare no hatred blcfTcd manjfor loe 
Myintcrcesfion likewife heads my foe* 

Fri. Be plaine good fonne and homely in thy drift 
Ridling confesfion, Andes but ridling ihrift. 

Rom. Then plainely know my harts deareloueis fet 
On thefaire daughter of rich C apuleti 
As mine on hers,fo hers is fet on mine 
And all combind,faue what thou muft combine 
By holy marriage:when and wherc,and how. 

We m e t, we wooed,and made exchan ge ofvows 
He tell thee as we pafle,but this I pray. 

That thou confen t to marrie vs to day. 

Fri. Holy S, Francis what a change is here? 

Is Rofalme that thou didft loue fo deare, 

So foone forfaken’y oung mens loue then lies 
Not truely in their hearts, but in their eyes. 

Iefu LMaria,w hata deale of brine 
Hath walht thy fallow cheekes for Rofalme? 

Ho w much fait water thrownc away in waft, 
Tofeafonloue thatofitdothnottaft, 

The Sun not yet thy fighes,fromheauen deares 
Thy old grones y et ringing in my auncient cares.* 

Lohere vpon thy cheeke the ftainedoth fit, 

Of an old teare that is not walht offyet. 

If ere thou waft thy felfe,and thele woes thine^ 

Thou and thele w oes, were all ior Rofalme. 

And art thou chang’d/prooouncethisfentencethenj 
Wome n may fall, when thers no llrength in men. 

Ro, Thouchidli me oft for louing Rofa/me. 

Fri. Fordoting.not for louingpupill mine. 

Ro. And badft me bury lpue. 

Fri t Not in a gran e. 

To lay one in, an other out to haue. 

ffo.Ipray theechid<ynenot,herIlouenow 

r Doth 



Exemtl 



of^omeo and Iuliet. 

Doth grace for grace,and loue for loue alow.* 

The other did not fo. 

Fri. O fhe knew well,’ 

Thy loue did read by rore.thatcould notfpcll: 

But come young wauerer,come goe with me, 

Inonerefpeft He thy aflittant be: 

For this alliance may fo happy proue. 

To turne your houfholds rancor to pure loue. 

Rom. O let vs hence,I ftand on fudden haft, 

Fri, Wifely and flow J they ft umble that run faft. 

Enter Benuolio and Mercutio. 

Merc. Where the deu’le ihould this Romeo be? came hcc not 
home to night? 

Ben. Not to his fathers,I fpoke with his man, 

Mcr.Why that fame pale hard hearted wench,that R ofalrn 
Torments him fo, that he Will fure run mad, 

Ben. T tbalt, the kinftnan to old QapuletfiZlh. fent a letter to 
his fathers houfe, 

Mer. A challenge on my life, 

Ben'. Romeo will anfwere it, 

Mer, Any man that can write may anfwere a letter,’ 

Ben. Nay, he will anfwere the letters maifter how he dares 
being dared. 

Cftfer, Alas poor cRomeo } hee is already dead, ftabd with a 
white wenches blacke eye.runne through the eare with a loue 
long the very pmne of his heart , cleft with the blinde 
^owe-boyes but- {haft, and is hee a man to encounter Ti~ 

Row. Why what is Tifalt* 

^.More then Prince of Cats.Oh hees the couragious cap - 

timediftinc!X em£mS: ^ fights as you fing prickfong,keeps 
& the S 1 P ro Po«ion,hc reft s his minum refts,one two 
a dualift a dnaln^ b ° foir ; e:tlle vcr 7 butcher of a filke button 

firftandfeconH r 1 f manof the ve ^J firft houfe ofthe 
and fecond caufe, ah theimmortall Pairado,thePunto re- 
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The moft .lamentable Tragedie 

werfo,the Hay. 

Be» t The what? 



. , • r lhe l ox of fuch antique Jifpingr affeftingph ant j 

cies,thefe new tuners of accents by lefu a very ^oodblil 
very tali man, a very good whore. Why is not tins a lani™ 
ble thing grandAr,chat we fhould be thus affixed with th r‘ 

ftrangeflies:thdefafbion mongers, thefe pardon mee S ,wh 

ftand fo much on the new forme , that they can no f 
eafe ©ntheoid bench. O their bones,their bones. 

Enter Romeo. 

Ben. Here comes Romes, here comes Romeo, 

Mer, Without his Roe, like a drycdHeringOflelhM 

how art thou fifhiAedfnow is hefor the n fibers that Petrarch 
Rowed in: Laura to his Lady, was a kitchin wench.marrie fa 
had a better lone to berime her: Dido a dowdie, Cleopatrai 
Gipfie, Hel/eu and Hero , hildings and harlots* Thitbik °m 
ere or fo but not to the purpofe. Signior Remo Bon tear, them 
a french fa uMtron to your french flop .-you gaue vs thecoun- 
terfeit fairely laft night. 

Rom . Good morrow to you both , what counterfeit did I 
giue you. 2 



Mer. The flip fir, the flip, can you not conceiue? 

Romeo. I ardon good Mercutio., my bufineile was great, and 
in fuch a cafe as mine, a man may flraine curteAe. 

Mer, i T hats as much as tofay , fuch a cafe asyourscon- - 
Arams a man to bowin the hams. 

Romeo,M eaning to curfie. 

Mer . '1 hou half moll kindly hit it. 

Rom, A moftcurteous expedition. 

Mer, Nay I am the very pincke of curteflej 

Romeo, pinck for flower. 

Mer, Right, 

Rom, Why them's my pump weliflowerd. 

(JUer, Sure wit, fodlowme this ieaft , now till thou haft 
worne out thy pimip,that when the Angle foie of it is wornf, 
the jeaftmay remaineafter the wearing, foly Angular. 




of Borneo and luliet. 

Ro O findefolde ieaft , foly Angular for the AnglerieTfe, 
Mer, Come betweene vs good Bemolio, my wits faints; 

Ro. Swits and fpurs,fwits and fpurs,or lie crie a match, 

Mer. Nav, if our wits run the wild goofe chafe, I am done: 
For thou half more of the wild goofe in one of thy wits, then 
I am Cure I haue in my whole Aue. Was I with you there for 
the goofe 

Ro, Thou waft neuer with mee for any thing’, when thou 
waft not there for the goole. 

Mer. I will bite thee by the earefor that ieaft. 

Ro. Nay good goofe bite not. 

Alcr.lh)' wit is a very bit ter fweting.it is a moft fliarp fawce^ 
Ro. And is it not well feru’d in to a fweet goofe? 

Mer, Oh here’s a wit of Cheuerell, that ftretches Roman 
ynch nan ow,to an ell broad, 

Ro. I A retch it out for that word, broad, which added to the 
goofe, proues theefarre and wide, a broad goofe. 

Mer, Why is not this better now, then groningforloue, 
now art thou fociable,no wart thouifomwmow attthou what 
thou art ,by art as weliasby nature, for this driuelingloueis 
likeagreat Natural! , that runslolling.vp anddowne to hide 
fiis bablein a hole, 

Ben. Stop there, flop there; 

Mer. ThoudeAreft me to flop in my tale againft the haire, 
2k«,Thou wouldft elfe haue made thy tale large, 
sJtler.O thou art deceiu’d, I would haue madeit fliort.forl 
was come to the whole depch of my tale,and meant indeed to 
occupie the argument no longer. 

Ro. Heres goodly geare, Enter Nurfe and. her man, 

Atayle.afayle. < 

$(er, T wo,two, a ihirt and a fmocke. 

Nnr, Peter". 

Beter. Anon. 
iW.Myfan Peter', 

Mer- C ood Peter to hide her face, for her fans the fairer face 
Nxrfi God ye good morrow Gentlemen. 

E 3 
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T be moft lamentable T ragedit 

Mer' God ye goodenfaire Gentlewoman.’ 

Is it good den? 

Mer. Tis no leffe I tell you, for the bawdy hand of the dvall 
is now vpon the pricke of noone, ' 311 

N«r. Outvponyou.whatamanarcyou? 

Ro. One Gentle woma,that God hath made, himfelfe to mar 

Nur. By my troth itis wel!faid,for himfelfe to mar quatha* 

getleme ca any of you tel me wherl may find the yong Pm 
R e. I can tell you, but young Romeo will be older when you 
haue found him, then he was whenyou foughthim • I arn rh* 
youngeft of that name, for fault of a worfe,° ra * iamtllc 

Nar. You fay well, 

Mer. Yea is the word wel.verywel took, ifaith, wifi Iy, wifely. 
Nar.If you be he fir,I defire fome confidence with you. * 
'Ben . She will enditehim to fome fupper. 

Mer. Abaud,abaud,abaud,Soho, 

Re. What hall thou found? 

Mer. No' hare fir, vnlelTe a hare fir in alenten pie thatis 
fomething Hale and hoare ereit be fpent. 

An old hare hoare, and an old hare hoare is very good meat in 
lent. 

But a hare that is horeistoomuchforafcore,whenithorcs 
ereit be fpent, 

Romeo will you come to your fathers ? weele to dinner thither. 
Ro. I will follow you. 

Mer. Farewell auncient Lady, farewell Lady, Lady, Lady,’ 

' Exeunt. 

rw.Ipray youfir,whatfawciemerchantwas this that was 
fo full of hisroperie? 

, Romeo . A Gentleman Nurfe , that loues to heare himfelfe 
talke , and will fpeake more in a minute , then he will Hand to 
in a moneth. 

Nar.And aipeakeany thing againflme,Ile take him down, 
and a wereluftier then he is, and twentie fuch lacks; and if I 
cannot, ilefindethofe that fhall : feuruie knaue, I am none 
of his Hurt gils,I am none of his skaines mates.and thou mull 

Band 



ofd^omeo and Juliet: 

Hand by too and fuffer euery knaue tovfemeeathis plca- 



Pet. Ifaw nomanvfeyouathispleafurctif I had,my wea- 
pon ihould quickly haue been out, I warrantyota, I dare draw 
affooneas another man, if 1 fee occalion in a goodquarrell,and 
the law on my fide. 

Nur, Now afore God, I am fo vext, that euery part about 
me quiuers,skuruy knaue. *pray you fir a word: and as I told 
you,my young Lady bidme enquireyou out, what fhe bid me 
fay,lwilikeepe tomy felfe'.butfirftletme tellye,ifyefhould 
leade herinafoolesparadife, as they fay it were a very grofle 
kind of behauiour as they Caytfor the Gen tie woman is yong: 
and therefore, if you fhould deale double with her, truely it 
were an ill thing to be offered to any Gentlewoman,and very 
weake dealing. 

Rom. Nurfe commend me to thy Lady and MiftrifTe,I pro- 
teft vnto thee. 

N#r« Goodheart,andyfaith I will tell her as much: Lord,’ 
Lord fhe will bee a ioy full woman. 

Ro. What wilt thou tell her Nurfe? thou doeftnotmarke 
me? 

N«r. I will tell her fiiythaf you doe proteft, which as I take 
it,is a Gentlemanlike offer, (noone 

Rom. Bid her deuifefomemeanes to come to ilirift thisafter- 
And there lhe fhall at Frier Lawrence Cell 



Beflniuedandmarried:hereisforthy paines. 

N»t. No truly fir not a penny. 

Rom. Go too,! fay you fhall, 

Nar. Thisafternoone fir, well fhe fhall be there. 
. Eo , m ' good Nurfe behind the Abbey walk’ 

vv ltnin this houre my man fhall be with thee 
And bring thee cords made like a tackled ftaire. 
Wnich to the high top gallant of my ioy * 

Alulfbemyconuoyinthefccretnioht 
Farewell be truftie and lie quite thy paines: 
farewell, commend me to thy MiOrtfie. 




Nw. Now 






The mofk lamentable Tragedie 

Nurfe, Now Godinheauenbletfethee.harkevotifi.-'i 
Ro. What faift thoumy deare Nurfe; 

Nurfe. Is your man fecret, did you nere here fay two mav 
Icecpe counfell putting one away, * •> 

Ro , V V arrant thccmy mans as true as fleele. 

Nur. Well fir, my Miftrifte is the f'weeteft Lady, Lord 
Lord,when twas a little prating thing.O there is a Noble man 
in towns one that would faine Jay knife aboord:butihc 
good foule had as leeue fee a tode,a very rode as fee him:I an- 
ger her fometimes,and tell her that Pam is the pr operer man 
but lie warantyou, when I fay fo,(heelookesas paleas any 
clout in the verlall world, dothnot Rofcmarie and Romeo be- 
gin both with a letter? 

Ro , 1 Nurfe, what of that; Both with an P, 

2V«r. A mocker thatsthedogsnamej?. is for the no, I know 
it begins with fomeother letter,and file hath the prettieft fen- 
tentious of it, of you and Rofemary, that ic would do you good 
•to h care it. 

Rom . Commendtneto thy Lady i 
Nur. Ia thoufand times' Pet eri 
'Teu Anon* 

Mur. Before and apace. 

Exit 

Enter Iuliet. 

fa. The clocke ftrooke nine when I did fend the Nurfe^ 

In halfean hourefhe promifed to returne. 

Perchance fhe cannot meetehim,thats not fo: 

Oh the is lame,loues heraulds fliould be thoughts, 

Which ten times fatter glides chen theSunnes beames# 
Ofiuing back lihadowes.ouerlo wring hills. 

Therefore do nimble pinionddoues drawloue, 

And therefore hath the wind-fwifr Cupid wings; 

Nowis theSunvponthe hightnoft hill 
Of this daies iourney, and from nine till twelue, 

Is three long hourcs,vet fhe is not come. 

Had file affections and wacme youthful! bloud, ? 



of Borneo and Juliet : 

She would be as fwiftin motion as a ball,' 

My words would bandy her to my fweeteloue. (dead,' O 

M. And his to me, but o!dfolkes,many faine as they were 
Vnwieldi c ,flow,heauy, and pale as lead. 

Enter Nurfe, 

O God fhe comes, O hony Nurfe what newes;. 

Hatt thou met with hins;lend thy man away. " 

Nur, Peter ilay at thegnte, 

7#,Now good fweet Nurfe ,0 Lord,why lookeft thou fad* 
Though newes,be fad, yet tell them metily. 

If good thou lhameft themuficke offwcete newes, 

By playing it to me, with lo fower'a face, 

Nur, I am a weary,giuc me leaue a while, 
fie hovvmy bones ake,vhataiaunce haue [had; 

Ik, I would thou hadft my bones, and I thy newest 
. Nay come I pray thee fpeake.geod good \ urfe fpeake. 

Nur, Iefu what haft.can you not flay a while.? 

Do you not fee that I am out of breath? 

lu. Mow artthouout of breath, when thou haft breath 
To fay to me,thatthou art out of breath? 

The excufe that thou doft make in this delay, 

Is longer then the talc thou doft excufe. 

Is thy newesgood orbadPanfwcreto that. 

Say either and lie ftay the circumftance: 

Let me befatisfied,ifl good or bad; 

Nur. W el, you haue made a fimple choice, you know not 
how to chufe a mm-.Romeo,no not he though his face bee bet- 
ter the n any mans, yet his legexcels all mens, and for a hand 
and a foote and a body, though they be not to be tal kt omyet 
they a ie paft compare-he is not the flower of curtefie, but lie 

Goa.wc:‘f^s^r^ ,hywiKs,vench - ftrae 

al ^d I know before 
Whatfaies he of our marriage, what oft hat? 

A*,. Lord how my head akes,what a head haue I* 

It beates as it would fall in twenty peeces. 

* F My 




Ybe mofi lamentable Tragedic 1 

My bade a tother fide, a my backc,my backe: 

Bcfhrcw your heart for fending me about 
To catchmy death withiaunfingvp and downe, 1 
lu. I faith lam forrie that thou art-not well. 

“Sweete fweete/weete Nurfe,tellmewhatfaycsmy louef 
Your lone faies like an honeft Gentleman 
And a courteous,and a kind, and a handforae. 

And 1 warrant a vertuous, whercis your mother? 

/». Where is my mother, why iheis within, where Ihould fhe 
How odly thoureplieft: (fos 

Your loue faies like an honeft gentleman. 

Where is your mother? 

Nsr. O Gods Lady deare. 

At e you fo hot,marne come vp I trow. 

Is this the pcultis for my aking bones: 

Henceforward do your mellages your felfe. 

Juli. Hercs fuch a coile,come what faies Romeo? . 

K ur. Haue you got leaue to go to ihrift to day? 
lu . I haue. 

N«r. Then high you hence to Frier LavereitctG%\\i 
There ftaies a husband tomakeyou a wife: 

Now comes the wanton bloud vp in your cheekes, . 

Thei’le be infcarlet ftraight at any new es; 

Hie you to Church,Imuftan other way, 

T o fetch a Ladder by the which your Loue 
JVluft climdc a birds neaft foonc when it is darke 
1 am the drudge,and toile in your delight: 

But you fhall beare the burthen foone at night* 

Go He to dinner, hie you to the Cell. 

lu. Hie to high fortune,honeftNurfe farewell. 

Exetmt, 

Enter Trier And Romeo . 

Eri. So fmiletheheauens vpon this holy aft. 

That after houres, with forrow chide vs not* 

Ro . A men,amen,butcome what forrow can. 

It cannot counteruaile the exchange of.ioy 

° That 



tj Borneo and IuHet. 

That one lbortknute giucs mein her fightt 
Do thou but clofe our hands with holy words, 
Thenloue-deuouring death doe what he dare, 

It is inough I may but call her mine. _ 

fri.T hefe violent delights haue violent endcs^ 

And in their triumph die like fireand powder; 

Which as they kiffe confume. The fweeteft honey 
Is loathfotncim his owne delicioufnefle. 

And in the tafte confoundes the appetite. 

Therefore loue moderately, long loue doth fo, 

Toofwift arriuesas cardie as too flow* 

Enter luliet* 

Here conies the Lady,Chfo light a foot 
Will Here weare out the euerlafting flint, 

A loueir may beftride the goftamours, 

Thatydles in thewanton fommerayre. 

And yet not fall, fo light is vanitie. 

lu. Goodeuentomy ghoftly confeflor* 

Frt, Romeo fhall thanke thee daughter for vs both. 
lu. Astnuch to him,elfeis his thinks too much. 

Ro. Ah luliet, if the meafure of thy ioy 
Be heapt like mine, and that thy skill be more 
To blalonit, then fweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour ayre, and let rich mulicke tongue, 

V nfold the imagin’d happines that both 
lleceiuein cither, by this deare encounter* 

lu. Conceit more rich in matter then in words. 

Brags of his fubftance , not of ornament, c 

They are but beggers that can count their worth. 

But my true loue is growne to fuch exceffe, 

I cannot furnvp fumof halfcmy wealth. 

j ri. Come,come with me, and we will makeibort Wioxke* 
1 oi byyourleaues,you fhall not flay alone. 

Till holy Church incorporate two in one* 

F a 
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The mojl lamentable Tragedie 

Enter M.ercutio,Benuolio } andmen. 

Sen. I pray thee good Mercmio lets retire 
T he day is hot, the Capels abroad: 

And if we ineec, we /hall not fcapea brawle,for now thefpfiA* 
day es, is the mad blood ftirring. 6 101 

Mer, Thou art like one of thefe fel!owes,that when he en 
ters the confines of aTauerne, claps me his fword vpon the 
tabic, and fayes. God fend me no need of thec:and by the 
perationof thefecondcup,drawtshimon the Draper wh™ 
inaeedtherei>no need. J eu 

Ben* Am 1 like fuch a fellow? 

Mer. Come, come, thou art as hot a Iacke in thy moode' 
as any in Italie : ana afloone moued to be moodie, and alloone 
moodie to be moued, U1U * 

Ben. Andwhattoo? 

? 3y thC u ?fi rC t W ° f uch > wec ^ouldhauenone 

ihortly for one would kill the other : thou , why thou wilt 
quarrell with a man that hath a hairc more , ora hake lefTe m 
his beard, then thou haft j thou wilt quarrell with a man for 
cracking Nuts, hailing no other reafon, but beeaufe thou haft 
halel eyes .-what eye, but fuch an eye, would fpieout fuch a 
quarrelfthy head is as ful of quarrels, as an eggeis fu] ofmeat 
and yet thy head hath bin beaten as addle as an e°-o- c for qua/ 
roiling: thou haft quareld with a man for cof&n/rn the {freer 
beeaufe he hath wakened thy dog that hath lamealleepein the 
fun Djdft thmi not fail out with a tailor, for wearing his, new 
doublet before Eaftertwirh another, for tying his new fhoes 
With old riband, &yetthou wilt tutor mec from quarrelling > 
Ben. And I were fo apt to quarelas thou art, any man lhould 
buy thefee-fimple of my life, foranhoureand a quarter. 

Mer. Thefee-fimple, Ofimple. 

Enter Tybalt, Petmchio,W<*W. 

Ben. By my head here comes t he Capttlen. 

Mer. By my heele I care not, 

Tybalt. Follow me clofe,for I will fpeaketo them. 
Gentlemen, Good den,a word with one of you. 



Mer. 
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Mcr.hnd but one word with one of vs? couple it with fom» 
thing,make it a word and a blow * 

Ji.You fiiall findme aptinough to that fir, and you wil giue 
ineoccafion. 

tJMercut. Could you not take fome occafion without gi« 



uing? 



Tv Mercutio thou confortefl with Romeo. 

Mer . Contort, what doft thou make vs Minftrclsf & thou 
make Minftrcls of vs, looke ro heare nothing but difeords, 
heeres my fiddlelficke , hecrcs that fhallmakeyoudaunce; 
zounds confort, 

Ben. V Ve talke here in the publike haunt of mens 
Either withdraw vnto fomepriuate place. 

Or reafon Coldly ofyour greuancesa 
Or elfe depart, here alleles gaze on vs. 

Mer. Mens eyes were made to looke, and let them gaze. 

I will not budge for no mans pleafure I, 

Enter Romeo. 

Tt. Well peace be with you fir.here comes my tmn| 

Mer. But IlebehangdfirifheWeareyourliueryj 
Alarry go before to field, heele be your follower^ 

Tour worlhip in that fenfe may call him man. 

Tib- Romeo ,the loue I beare thee, can affoorcl 
No better teinie then thissthou arta villaine. 

Ttbafr ^thc reafon that I hauc to loue thce^ 

Doth much excufe the appertaining rage 
To fuch a greeting* villaine am I none. 

Therefore farewell Ifee thou knowellme not, 

Tt. Boy,this fhali not excufe the iniuries 
That thou hall done me therefore turne and draw, 

Bo. I doproteft Ineuer iniurcd thee. 

But loue thee better then thou canll deuife: 

1 ill thou Jhalc know the reafon of my loue. 

And fogood Capu/et, which namel tender 
As dearely as my owne,be fatisfied. 

Mer. O calme,difhonourabl e ,vile fubmisfiom . 

F 3 
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Alla ftmatbo carries it away, 

Tibdt, you ratcat cher, wi 11 you walked 
Tu What moulds thou haue with mef 

Good KingofCats,nothingbutone ofyournineli 
ues, thatlmeanetomake boldwithally&asyoufoallvfeme 
hereafter dry beate the reft of the eight .Will you pluck your 

fword out ofhis^iicher by the eares-make haft.leaftnunebe 

about your eares «re itbeout. 

TV. I am for you. 

Roo Gentle (Jhfercutio , put thy Rapier vp. 

Mer. Come fir your PafTado. 

Ro. Draw Benuolio ,beat downe their weapons,, 
Gentlemen, for lhame forbeare this outrage., 
Tibalt^MercutiojhzVrmct: exprefly hath 
Forbid bandying in Verona ftreetes. 

Hold Tdalt 3 ”ood Mercutio, 

Away ribalc. 

Mer. I am hurt. 

A plague a both houfes,Iam fped. 

Is he gone and hath nothing? 

Ben. Whatartthou hurt? 

Oiler . I,I,afcratch,afcratch,marry tis itio.ughj 
Where is my PagePgoe villaine fetch a Surgeon* 

Ro. Courage man,the hurt cannot be much. 
c^ff^.No tisnottbdeepe as a well, nor so wide as a Church 
doore,but tisinough, twjllferuejaske for me.to morrow, and 
you fhall find me a graue man. I am peppered 1 warrant, for 
this world, aplaguea both your houfes, founds a dog, a rat, a 
snoufe, a cat to fcratch a man to death, a braggart , a rogue, a 
villaine, that fights bythebookc of arithmetick, why the 
deu lecame you betweene vs?I was hurt vnder your arme, 

Ro, I thought all forthebeft. 

(JHcr. Helpe me into fome houf c’Benudio 
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Or I fhall faint, a plaguea both your houfeC 
Theyhaue made 1 w ormes meat ofme, 

I haue it-and fo undly to your houfes. 

Exit 

R». This G entleman the Princes neare alic # 

My very friend hath gott his mortall hurt 
In my bchalfe, my reputation ftaind 
WithTt halts flaunder,7VA?A that an houre 
Hath beenemyCozin,0 fweet/afor. 

Thy beauty hath made me effeminate, 

Andin my temper foftned valours ftcele. 

Enter BenuoliO. 



Ben, O Romeo Romeo, braue Mercutio is dead. 

That gallant fpirithath afpir dthe Cloudes, 

Which too vntimely here did fcorne the earth. 

Ro. This daics blacke fate, on mo daies doth depend. 
This but begins,the wo others muft end. 

Ben. Here comes the furious Ttbalt backeagaine, 

Ro, He gon in triumph and Mercutio flainSj 
Away to heauenrefpeftiue lenitie. 

And fier and fury, be my conduft now. 

Now Ttbalt take the villaine back againe. 

That late thou gaueft me,for Mercutios foule 
Is but a little wayaboue our heads. 

Staying for thine to keepe him companie: 

Either thou or I, or both, mull gee with him. 

21 . Thou wretched boy that didft confort him here 

_ Shalt with him hence. *' 



i\Oi i nis 111311 aererrninc thst* 



They fight, T ibal tfalles, . 

Ben, 7iW#(?,away begone: 

The Citizens are vp,and2VA«/> flaine; 

Stand not amazed, the Prince will doome thee death 
•it thou 3rt taken jhcncc begone 3»yv«tyv 



v 



Rome . O 
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ThemoB lame nt able T rage die 

Ro. O I am fortunes foole. 

Ben, Vvhy doft thou ftay? 

E * K Rom " ; 

Cttf, Which way ran he that kild UWercutio* 

Ttbalt that murthcre^which way ran he* 

Bem. There lies that Tib alt. 

Or/. Vp fir go with met 
I charge thee in the Princes name obey. 

Enter Prince, aid Mountague,CapuIct, 
their wines and all, 

Prin, Where arethe rile beginners of this fray; 

Ben. O Noble Prince, I can difeouer all; 

The vnluckie mannageof this fatall brail. 

There lies the man flaine by young Romeo, 

Thatflew thy kinfman braue Mercutio, 

Capa !Vi, Tibalt, \ny Cozin.O myebrothers child, 

O Prince, O Cozinjhusband.O thebloud is fpild 
Of my deare kinfman, Prince as thou art true. 

For bloud of ours, (head bloud ofMountague. 

O Cozin,Cozin. 

Prin. BenuoltojNho began this bloudy fray? 

1 Ben.Ttbalt here flaine,whom Romeos hand did Hay, 

Romeo that fpoke him faire.bid him bechinke 
Howinice the quarrel! was,and vrg’d withall 
Your high difpleafure all this yttered. 

With gentle breath,calmelooke,kneeshumbly bowed 
Could not take truce with the vnruly fpleene 
Of Tybalt dcafe to peace, bur that he tilts 
VV ith Peircing fteele at bold Mercutios breaft. 

Who alias hot, turtles deadly point to point. 

And with aMardall fcorne,with one hand beates 
Cold death afide. and with the other fends 
It back to Ttbalt, whofe dexterity 
Retorts ixjRonteo he cries aloud. 

Hold friends, friends part,and fwifter then his tongue, 

Hii 
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His agedarme beats downe their fatall points. 

And twixt them ruffles, vnderneth whofe anne. 

An enuious thruft from Ttbalt, hit the life 
Of flou t Mercutio, and then T tbalt fled. 

But by and by comes backe to Romeo, 

Who had but newly entertained reuenge. 

And toote they goe likelightning.for ere I 
Could draw to part them,was flout Ttbalt flaine; 
And as hefell,did Romeo turne and flie, 

This is the truth,or let TSenuoho die, 

Ca. Wt, He is a kinfman t<a the Momtague , 
Affe&ion makes him falfe,he fpeakes not true; 
Some twenty of them fought in this blackc ftrife, 
And all thofe twenty could but kill ene life, 

I beg forluftice which thou Prince muftgiue* 
Romeo llevv Ttbalt, Romeo muft notime, 

Prin, Romeo flew him,he flew Mercutto , 

Who now the price of his deare bloud doth owe. 
Cap. Not Romeo Pnnce,he was Mercutios friend. 
His fault concludes, but what the law fhould end. 
The life of Ttbalt. 

Trim And for that offence, 

Immediately we doe exilehitn hence: 

I haue an in tereft in your hearts proceeding. 1 

JVly bloud for your rude brawles doth lie a bleeding* 

But lie amerce you with foflronga fine, 

1 hat you fhall all repent the Ioffe of mine* 

It will be deafe to pleadingand excufes. 

Nor teares,nor prayers fhall purchafeoutabufes. 
Therefore vfe none,let Romeo hence in haft, 

Elfe when he is found,that houre is his laft. 
oeare hence this body,and attend our will, 

Mercy but murders, pardoning thofe that kill. 

Exit 



Towards 



(s .. Enterluliet alette, 

Callop apace,you fiery footed fleedes. 
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Towards Ph-tbus lodging, fuch a wagoner 
As Phaeton would whip you to the weft 
And bringin clowdie night immediately; 

Spread thy clofc curtaine loue-performino- night ' 

1 hat runnawayes eyes may wincke,and Romeo 9 
Leape to tiicfe armcs.>vntalkc of and vnfeene 
Loners can fee to doe theiramorous rights, * 

And by their owne beauties, oriflou? be blind, 

Ic belt agrees with night, come ciuill night 
Thou fober hi ted matron all in blacke, * 

Andlearneme how to loolea winning match 
Pluid for a pairc of ftainlefle maidenhoods, * 

Hood my vnmand blood bay ting in my cheekes ’ 
v\/ith th) biacke mantle, till Urangeloue grow bold 
Thinke true lone afted Ample modeftie; 3 

Come night, come Romeo, come thou day in ni°-f) t. 
For thou wilt lie vpon the wings of nio-ht, ° 
Whiter then new fnow vpon a Raucns backe: 
Come gentle night, come louing blackbrowd night, 
Giue n^e my Romeo , and when I lliall die, 
Takehimand cut him out in little ftarres 
And he will make the face of heauen io fine ’ 

That all the world will be in loue with ni»hr* 

And pay no worlhip to theganfh Sun. ° 

OI haue bought the manfion of alone 
But not pofl'eft it, and though I am fold. 

Not yet enioyd, fo tedious is this day, 

As is the night before fomefeftiuall, 

T o an impatient child that hath new robes 
And may not weare then?, O here comes my Nuf fe: 

‘ Enter Nttrfewith cords. 

And (lie bring newes and euery tongue that fpeaks 
Rut Romeos name, fpeakes heauenlyeloquencer 
Now Nurie, what newes? what haft thou there. 

The cords that Romeobidthee fetch/ 
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hands} 

■We are vndone Lady, we arc vndone. 

A lacke the day, bee* is Z one > h^es kild, hecs dead. 

In. Can heauen be foenuious. 

Nur, Romeo can. 

Though heauen cannot. O Romeo, Romeo, 

Who cuer would haue thought it Romeo. 

In. What diuell art thou, that doft torment me thus? 

This torture fhould berored in difmall hell, 

H zt\\ Romeo flame himfelfe? fay thou but I, 

And that bare vowell 1 lliall poyfon more 
Then the death-darting eye of Cockatrice, 

I am not I, if there be fuch an I. 

Or thofe eyes fhot,that makes thee anfwere I; 

If he be flaine fay I, or if not, no, 

Bricfe, founds, de termine my vveale or wo, 

N«r; I faw the wound, I faw it with mine eyes,’ 

God faue the marlce, here on his manly brt ft, 

A piteous coarfe, a bloody piteous coarfe, 

Pale, pale as allies, all bedawbde in blood. 

All in gore blood, I founded at the fight, 

Ju. O breakemy heart, poore banckrout break e at once, 

To prifon eyes, nere looke on libertie. 

V ile earth to earth refigne, end motion here. 

And thou and&wwprefteonheauie beare, 

Nar. O Tybalt, Tybalt, the belt friend 1 had, 

O curteous Tybalt honeft Gentleman, 

Thateuer Ilhouldliueto fee thee dead, ^ 

In. VVhatftormeis this that blowesfo contraries 
Is flaughtred? and is Tybalt dead? 

My dear ft Cozen, and my dearer Lord, 

Then dreadfullTrumpetfound the generalldoome. 

For who is liuing, if thofe two arc gone? 

G 2 Nttr. Tybalt, 



N#r. I,I,tbc cords * , , . , . , 

Juliet. Ay me,what newes* why doft thou wring thy 
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N«r. Ty folds gone, and Romeo 6ani(hed * 

Romeo that kild him he is banifhed. * 

t a-a-' ? J q< | d » , ! id f" ,ww hmd ihed Tybalt sh\oo& 

It did, it did, alas the day, it did. 7 olooai ^ 

N«r. Ofcrpcnt heart, hid with a flowrinafece 
/*. Did euer dragon keepe fo faire a Cau°e? *' 
beautiful! tyrant, fiend angelical!: 

Iull oppofiteto what thou iufily fecm’fr, 

A dimmefaint,an honourable viliaine: ’ 

0 Nature, what hadiithou to doe in hell 
When thou didft bower thefpmtof a fiend 
Jii mo trail paradile of fuch fweetflefh; 

W aseuei booke containing fuch vile matter 
So fairely bound? O that deceitihouid dwell 
In fuch a gorgeous Pallace. 

N*r. Thercs no trull, no faith, no honeftie in men,, 

All pcriurde, all forfworne, all naught, all diflembierS;, 

Ah wheres my man? giuc me fome Aqua-vita:? 

1 hefe griefes, thefe woes, thefc forrowes make nr.e old. 
Shame ceme to Romeo , 

hi t Biiftered be thy tongue 
Porfuch a wi/h, he was not borne to fliamer 
V pon his brow lhame is afham’d to fit: 

F or tis a throane where honour may be crowiid 
Sole Monarch of the vniuerfal! earth, 

O what a beaft was I to chide at him; 

Nw. Will you fpeake well of him that kild your cozin; 
lu. Shall I fpeakeill of himthatis my liUsSband? 

Ah pooremy lord, whattGnguefhallfniooth thy name. 
When I thy three houres wife haue mangled it? 

But wherefore viliaine didft thou kill my Cozin.? 

"1 hat viliaine cozin would haue kild my husband: 

Backe fooliih teares, backe to vour natiuefp ring. 

Your tributarie drops belong to woe. 



Which 



effijmodmlhlieh 

Which you miftaking offer vp to ioy, 

My husband hues that Tibalt would haue flame,' 

A ndTi^/w dead that would haue flaine my husbands: 

All this is comfort, wherefore wcepe I then: 

Some words there was worferthen Tibalts dezih. 

That murdred me,l would forget itfaine. 

But oh itprelTes to my memory, 

Like damned guilty deedes to finners minds, 

Ttbalt is dead and Romeo banifhed: 

T hat banilhed, that one word banifhed. 

Hath flaine ten thoufand7*^<s/«: Tibalts death 
YVas woe inough if it had ended there: 

Or if fowerwoe delights in fellow fhip. 

And needlywillbe w'rankt with other griefes. 

Why followed not when fhe laid Tibalts dead. 

Thy father or thy mother,nayor both, 

VVhichmoderne lamentation might haue moued. 

But with areatewardfollowing7»^Zt^ death,. 

Romeo is banifhed to fpeake that word. 

Is father,mother^71&jZr, Romeo Julie 
All flaine, all dead:ftw»euis banilhed. 

There is no end,no limit, meafure, bound. 

In that wordsdcath,no words can that woe found! 

Where is my father and mymother Nurfe? 

Nur. V V eeping and wailing ouer Tibalts courfe. 

Will you go to themtl will bring you thither. 

/«. V V alh they his wounds with tearestmine flhal be fpenfc 
When theirs are drie,for Romeos banilhment. 

T ake vp thofe cordes,pooreropes you are beguild. 

Both ycu and 1 for Romeo is exild: 

Hemadcyouforahigh-way to my bed. 

But I a maide,die maiden widowed. 

Come cord, come Nurfe, lie to my wedding bed,. 

And death not&ra^,take nay maiden head. 

N«r, Hie to your chamber, He find Romeo 
To comfort you,I wot well whci ehe-is: 

G j 
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Harke ye, your Romeo will be heare at ni<*ht, 

Hero him, he is hid at.Z*mi*« Cell. ° 

In. O find him,giue this Ring to my true Knight ' { 
And bid him come, ro take his lalt farewell, & * 

Enter Frier and Romeo, 

Fri. Romeo come forth,come forth thou fcarfallmaif 
Affliction is enamord of thy parts: 

And thou art wedded to calamitie. 

Ro. Father what newes?whatis the Princes doome? 
What forrow craues acquaintance atmy hand. 

That I yet know not? 

Fri. Too familiar 

Is my deare fonne with fuch fowre company? 

I bring thee tidings of the princes doome. 

Ro. What leilc then doomefday is the Princes doome? 
Frt. A gentler judgement vanifht from his lips. 

Not bodies death, but bodies bam’fiiment, 

Ro. Ha, banifhment?be merciful], fay death: 

For exile hath more terror in his looke, 

Aluch more then death, do not fay banifhmcnt, 

Fri. Here from Verona art thou banifhed: 

Be patient, for the worldis broadand wide, 

Ro. There is no world withoutZJerena walks, 

But purgatorie,torture,hell it felfe: 

Hence bauiflied, is banilhtfrcm the world. 

And worlds exile is death, Then banifhed. 

Is death, miftearmd,calling death banifhed. 

Thou cutft my head off with a golden Axe, 

And fmilelf vpon theftroke that murders me. 

Fri. O deadly fin,0 rude vnthankcfulnelTe, 

Thy fait our law calles dea th ,but rhe kind Prince 
Taking thy part , hath rufht afide the law. 

And turndthat blacke word death to banilliment. 

This 
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This is deare hiercy, and thou feeft it not.’ 

Ro Tis torture andnotmercy, heauenis here 
Where Met liues and euery cat and dog, J- 

And little moufe, euery vnworthy thing 
Liue herein lieauen and may looke on her. 

But Romeo may not. More validi tie. 

More honourable ftate,more courtfhip liues 
In carrion flies, then Romeo:they may feaze 
On the white wonder of deare Inltett hand, 
Andftealeimmortallbleflingfrom her lips. 

Who euen in pure and veflall modeflie 
Still blufh,as thinking their ownekiffes fin. 

This may flies doe, when I from this mutt flie, 

Audfaift thou yet, that exileisnot death? 

Rut may not,heeis banifhed. 

Flies may doe this, but I from this muft flie.* 

They are freemen , but I am banifhed, 

Hadil thou no poy fonmixt no fharp ground knife. 

No fudden meane of death,though nerefo meane. 

But banifhed to kill me: Banifhed? 

0 Frier, the damned vfe that word in hell: 

H owling attends it, how haft thou the heart 
Being a Diuine,a ghoftly confelfor, 

A fin ©bfoluer,and my friend profell, 

To mangle me with that word baniftied? 

Fri. Then fond mad man, heare me a little fpeakc, 

Ro. O thou wilt fpeake againe of banilliment, 

Frt, llegiuetheearmourtokeepe off chat word,' 
Aduerfities fweete milke,Philofophie, 

1 o comfort thee though thou art banifhed.. 

ct baninied?hang vp Philofophie, 

V nleflc Fhilofophie can make a Iuliet, 
l)ifplantatowne,reuerfeaPrinces doom®. 

It hclpesnot ,it preuaiies not, talke no more, 1 
1-rt, Q then lfee,that mad men haue no cares. 

Ro, Mow lliould they, when wife men haue no eyes, 

Fri. Les 
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Tri Let me difpute with thee of thy eftate 

** ™ OU Canft n0t {P eake of 1 t^t thou deft not feeV 
Wert thou as you ng as 1 Juliet thy Iotie 0t t eIc » 

An hour but: married, 2“/^ murdered ’ 

Doting like me, and like me bamlhed’ 

Thenmightcft thou fpeake, * 

Then mighteft thou tearethy hayre. 

And fall vpon the ground as I do now, 

T aking the meafure of an vnmade graue. 

Enter Nurfe,a»dk*>ockes. 

Ert. Arifeone knocks, good Romeo hidef hv feiFe' 

M^*n NOt f u nlcff r thcbreath ofhartfickegrones* 
JVlift-like infold me from the fearch ofeyes. 

Theyknocke , 

Fr,. Harkehow they knocke(whofe there)ta arife. 
Thou wilt be taken,ftay a while, (land vp, 

_ Sludknocke. 

Kun to my ftudy by and by,Gods will 
What fimplenefle i sthis:I come, I come, 

Knecke # 

W o knocks fo hard^whence come youfwhats your will? 
K . Enter Nurje, 

Frii Welcome then, 

Nhv. O holy Frier,0 tell me holy F rier, 

VV he res my Ladies Lord,wheres Romeo 
Fr*. There on the ground, 9 
With his o wne teares made drunke, 

Nur, O he is euen in my Miltrelle cafe, 

1 I'll in her cafe. O wofull fimpathy: 

Pitious predicament, euen fo lies Ihe, 

Blubbring aHd weeping, weeping and blubbring, 
bta nd v P>fand vp,ftand and y o u be a man, 

,“!i ttl,ets hake,for her fake rife and Hand: 

/ v hy lhould you faliinto fo deepe an O: 

Horn, Nurfc. Uur.Ux 
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Nur. Ah fir, ah fir, deaths the end of all* 

Ro, Spakeft thou of luliet\ how is it with her* 

Doth not Ihe thinke me an old murtherer. 

Now I haue ftaind the childhood of our ioy^ 

VVith blood remoued, but little from heroine? 

VVhere is Ihe; and how doth /behind what layes 
My conceald Lady to our canceld loue? 

Nur. Oil Ihe fayes nothing lir, but weeps and weeps. 
And now fals on her bed, and then ftarts vp. 

And Tybalt calls, and then on Romeo cries. 

And then do wne falls againe, 

Ro. As if that name Ihot from the deadly leucll of a gun 
Didmurther her, as that names curfed hand 
Murdrcd her kinfman. Oh tell me Frier, tell me. 

In what vile part of this Anatomic 

Doth my name lodge; Tell tne, that I may fackc 

The hatefullmanlion. 

Fri. Hold thy defperate hand: 

Art thou a man? thy forme cries out thou art: 

Thy teares are womaniih, thy wild afts deuote 
The vnreafonablefurie of a bead; 

Vnftemely woman in a feeming man. 

And ill befeeming beaft in feeming both. 

Thou haft amaz’d me. By my holy order, 

I thought thy difpofition better temperd. 

Haft thouflaine7>^4; wiltthou flay thy felfe? 

And flay thy Lady, that in thy life lies, 

By doing damned hate vpon thy fclfe? 

Why ray lefl thou on thy birth; the heauen and earth? 
Since birth, and heauen and earth, all three doe meet 
In thee at once, which thou at once wouldft loofe. 

Fie, fie, thou fhameft thy fhape,thy loue, thy wit. 

Which like a Vfureraboundftinail: 

And vfeft none in that true vfe indeed, 

VVhich lhould bedeckethy lhape,thylouc,thy wit: 
Thy noble lhape, is but a forme of waxe, 

H 
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Difgreffing from the valour of a man. 

Thy deare loue fowrne but hollow pcriurie. 

Killing that loue which thou haft vowd to chcri/h 
Thy wit, that ornament,to /hapeand loue, * 
Miihapen in the conduft cithern both: 

Like powder in a skille/Ie fouldicrs flaske’ 

Is let a fier by thine owne ignorance, 

And thou difmembred with thine ownc defence. 

V V hat row fe thee man,thy luliet '\% aliue, 

Por whole deare fake thou waft but lately dead. 

There art thou happy,7/A?A would kill thee, 

But thou (leweft !7<^<j//,there art thou happier 
The law that threatned death becomes thy friend, 
Andturne it to exile, there art thou happy, 

A packe of blefting light vpon thy backe, 

Happincfle courts thee in her beft array. 

But like a mifhaued and fullen wench, 

Thou puts vp thy fortune and thy loue: 

Take hcede, take hecde,forfuchdicmiferable. 

Goe get thee to thy loue as was decreed, 

Afcend her chamber, hence and comfort her.* 

But looke thou ftay not till the watch be fet. 

For then thou canft not palle to Mantua, 

Where tho u /halt liue till wee can find a time 
T o blaze your marriage reconcile your friends. 

Beg pardon of thy Prince and call thee backe. 

With twenty hundred thoufand times more ioy 
Then thou wentft forth in lamentation. 

Goe before Nurfe, commend me to thy Lady, 

And bid her haffen all the houfe to bed. 

Which heauy forrow makes them apt vnto, 

Romeo is comming, 

Nttr, O Lord, I could haue ftaid here all the night. 

To heare good counfell, oh what learning is: 

My Lord, lie tell my Lady you will ceme, 

&>♦ Do io.and bid my fweete prepare to chide, 

N«r, Here 



of (Romeo and luliet, 

N/w. Here fir, a Ring (he bid me giue you fir: 

Hie you, make hafte, for it growes very late. 

Rt , How well my comfort is reuiu’d by this. 

Fri. Go hence, goodnight, & here 1-lands allyour Rate. 
Either be gone before the watch be fet. 

Or by the breake of day difguifd from hence^ 

Soiourne in UMantua, ile find out your man. 

And he /hall fignifie from time to time, 

Euervgood hap to you, that cliaunccs here: 

Giue me thy hand, tislate, farewell,goodnight* 

Ro, But that a ioy part ioy calls out on me. 

It were a griefe, fo briefc to part with thee: 

Farewell, 

Exeunt* 

Enter old Capuler, his wife andVdxiS. 

Ca. Things haue falne out fir fo vnluckily. 

That we haue had no time to moucour daughter, 

Looke you, /he loud herkinfmanJy^/: dearely. 

And fo did I, Well we were borne to die, 

Tis very late, Ihcele not come downe to night: 

I promife you, but for your company, 

1 would haue bin a bed an houre ago. 

Paris. Thefe times ©f wo, affbord no times to wooet 
Madam goodnight, commend me to your daughters 

La. 1 will, andknow her mind early to morrow, 

T o night Ihc is mewed vp to her heauines, 

Ca, Sir Paris, I will make adefperate tender 
Of my childes loue:I thinke fhe will be rulde 
In all refpetts by met nay more, I doubt it not* 

Wife, go you to her ere you go to bed . 

Acquaint her hereof, my fonne Paris loue, 

And bid her,markc you me, on wendfdav next, 

Butfoft, what day is this? 

Paris Monday my Lord. 

Gr, Monday, ha ha, well wendfday is toofoone, 

A thurfday let it be, a thurfday tell her, 

H * She 
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She /hall be married to this noble Earle: 

Will you be ready? do you like thishafte* 
"VVeelckeepeno great adoe/afiiendor two 
For harke you, Tybalt being flainefo late * 

It may be thought vve held him carelefly’ 

Being our kinfnjan, if we reuell much: ; * 

T herefore week haue fome halfe a dozen friends ’ 

And there an end, but what fay you to Thurfday/ 

Parts, My Lord, I would that tlmrfday were to morrow’ 
Ca. Well, gety ou gone, a Thur/day, beitthenj 
Go you to Juliet ere you go to l ed. 

Prepare her wife, againft this wedding day. 

Farewell my Lord, light to my chamber ho, 

Aforeme, it isfo very late, that we may call it early by and by 
Goodnight. J * 

Enter Romeo and Iufet aloft, 
lu. Wilt thou be gone? It is not yet neare day: 

It was the Nightingale, and not the Larke, 

T hat pier ft the fearefull hollow of thine eare, 

Nightly fhe lings onyond Pomgranet tree, 
Beleeuemeloue,it was the Nightingale. 

Romeo. It was the Larke the herauld of the morne. 

No Nightingale, looke loue what enuious ftreakes 
Do lace thefeueringcloudes in yonder Eafts 
Nights candles are burnt out, and locond day 
Stands tipto on the myftie Mounrames tops, 

Irnuft be gone and line, or ftay and die. 

lu. Y ond light is not day light, I know it I: 

It is fome Meteor that the Sun exhales. 

To be to thee this nigh t a Torch-bearer, 

Andlightthee on thy way ro iMantua. 

Therefore ftay yet, thou needft not to be gone,’ 

Ro, Let me betane, let me be put to death, 

3 am content, fo thou wilt haueit/b. 
lie fay yon gray is not the mornings eye. 



of Borneo and Juliet. 

Tis bufthe palereflexe of Cinthias brow. 

Nor ti.at is not the Larke whofc noates doe bcate 
The vaulty heauen fo high aboue our heads, 

I ' aue more care to ftay then will to go: 

Come death and welcome,/.^ wills it fo. 

Flow lit I11\ loule, lees talke it is not day, 
la. It isjitis,hie hence be gone away: 

It is the Larke that lings fo out of tune. 

Straining harlh Difcords,and vnpleafing Sharpes, 

So n.'fav the Larke imkesfweete Diui/ion, 

This doth not fojfor lbe deuideth vs. 

Sonic ia> tne natkeana ,oathedToad change eyes, 

Onow I would the) had changde voyces too: 

Since armefom arnie that voycc doth vs affray. 

Hunting thee hence, with Huntfup to the day, 

Onow be gone, more light andhght ltgrowes, 

Romeo, More light and light, more darke and darke out 
woes. 

Enter Ma name and Nurfe . 

Nur. Madam. 
la, Nurle. 

Nur. Your Lady Mother is cumming to your chamber, 
The day is broke, be wary ,looke about. 

la. Then window let day in, and let life out. 

Ro. Farewell,farewell,onekiiIeand lledefcend. 
lu. Art thou gone fe, loue, Lord, ay husband, friend, 

I mult neare from thee euery day in the houre. 

For in a minute there are many daies, 

0 by this count 1 fhall be much in yeares> 

Ere 1 againe behold my Romeo, 

Ro. Farewell: 

1 will omit no oportunitie. 

That may conue.y my greetings loue to thee. 
lu, OthinkelYthou we lhall euermceteagaine? 

Ro. 1 doubt it not,and all thefe woesftiail (eiue 
For fwectc difeourfes in our timeto come. 



H 




lu. © 




The moftlamentalle Tragedk 

^ ? Go ^ 1 hauc an 111 Ruining foule, 

Ivle tmnkes I fee thee now ,thou art io lo wc. 

As one dead in the bottomeofatombe 
Either my eye-fight failes,or thou lookeft pale. 

Ro >»‘ And truft me loue,i* my eye fo doe you* 
Drieforrow dnnkes our blond, Adue,adue, 

Tf !"• ° F°/tun C> Fortune. all men call thedficlrfe. 
If thou art fickle,whatdoft thou with him 
That is renowmd for faith?bc fickle Fortune: 

F or then I hope thou wilt not keepc him lone. 

But fend him backe. 



Exk 



Enter Mother, 

La, Ho daughter, are you vpf 

Iu, Who iff that calls'it is my Lady mother? 

Is (lie not downe fo Late or vp fo early J 
;VVhat vnaccuftomd caufe procures her either? 

La, Why how now luhet. 

I«. Madam I am not well. 

, r f* El .'f r " 10re ^cping for your Cozins death? 

V V hat wnt thou walk himfrom his graue with teares? . 

And if thou couldft,thou couldft not make him Hue; 

1 hereforehauedone,fome griefe/hewesmuch ofloue. 

But much of griefe,lhewes ftill feme want ofwit. 

I». Yet let me weepe, for fuch a feeling Ioffe, 

L^So fliall you feele the lofie,butnot the friend 

V V hich you weepefor. 

I«. Feeling fo the Ioffe, 

I cannot chufe but euer weepe the friend. 

A*. Well girle,thou wcepftnot lo much for his death, 

As that the villaine liues which flaughtered him , 

J». What villaine Madam? 

La. That fame villaine Romeo. 

Villaine and he be many miles a funder: 
Godpardon,Idoe withall my heart: 

And y et no manlike he,doth grieue my heart. 

La. That 



of J{om eo and Juliet: 

L*. T hat is becaufe the Traitor liues, 

Iu, I Madam from the reach ©fthefemyhandsi 
Would none but I might veage my Cozins d eath. 

La, We will haue vengeance for it, fcare thou not 
Then weepe no more,Ile fend to one in Mantua , 
Where that fame baniiht runnagate doth liue. 

Shall giue him fuch an vnaccuftomd dram. 

That he fliall foone keepeTr&t/f company? 

And then I hope t hou wilt be fatisfied, 

■ Iu. Indeede I neuer fliall be fatisfied 
With Romeo 9 i\M 1 behold him. Dead 
Ismy poore heart fo for a kinfman vext: 

Madam if you could find out but a man 
T o bearea poyfon,I would temper it: 

Hhut Romeo flhould vponreceit thereof, 
Sooncfleepein quiet,0 how my heart abhors 
To heare him namde and cannot cometo hiro # 

T o w rcake the loue I bore my Cozin, 

Vponhisbody that hath flaughtered him. 

Mo. Find thou the meanes,and ile find fuch a man. 
But now ile tell theeioyfull tidings Gyrle. 

Iu. Andioy comes well in fuch a needy time. 

What arc they,befeech your Ladyflhip? 

M t V V ell,well,thou hafta carcfullfather child. 
One who to put ihec from thy heauines, 

Hathforted outafuddenday ofioy. 

That thou experts not,nor Ilookt not for, 

Iu. Madam in happy time,what day is that? 

M. Marry my child,early nextThurfdaymornc; 
The gallant, young, and Noble Gentleman, 

The Countie Paris at Saint Peters Church, 

Shall happly make thee there a ioyfull Bride. 

Iu. Newby Saint Peters Church, and Peter too, 
Hefhall not make me tiierea ioyfull Bride. 

I wonder at this haft, that I muft wed 

£te lie that ihould be husband comes to \yooC: 



T hemoft lament able T 'rage tie 

I pray you tel! ray Lord and father Madam, 

I vv j 11 not marrie yet.and when I doe, Ifweare 
It fhall be whom you know I hate 

Rather then Paris, t hefe are newesindeede. 



M. Here comes your tather,tell him fo yourfelfe: 

And fee how he will take ir at your hands. 

Enter Capulet and N ur/e. 

Ca, When the Sun fets,the earth doth drilledeaw. 

But for the Sunfetofmy brothers fonne, 

Ir raines downright. How now a Conduit girle, what ftillm 
Euermore /ho wring in one little body* (teares 

Thou counterfaits.A Barke.a Sea, a Wind: 

For ftill thy eyes,which I may call thefea, 
Docebbeandflow with teares, the Barke thy body ,isi 
Sayling in this Lit floud,the windes thy fighes. 

Who raging with thy tearesandithey with them, 
Withoutafuddencalme willouerfet 
Thy tempeft toiled body.How now wife, 

Haue you deliuered to her our decree? 

La, I fir,buc the will none, /he giues you thankcs, 

I would the foole were married to her graue. 

Ca t Soft take, me with you., take me with you wife* 

How will Ihee none^doth lhc not giue vs thanks? 
Is/henotproud?doth Ihe not count her bleft, 

\Vnworthy as iheis,that we haue wrought 
So worthy a Gentleman to be her Bridegroome? 

Iu. Not proud you haue,butthankfulItfaatyouhaue: 
Proud can I neuer be of what I hate, 

But thankfulJ euen for faate,that is meant loue. 
r Ca. Hownow,hownow,choptlodgick,whatisthis5 
Proud and I thanke you, and I thanke you not, 

Andyet nor proud Miftrifle minion you? 

Thanke me no thankings,nor proud me no prouds. 

But fettle your fine Ioints gainft Thurfday next. 

To go with Aim to Saint /V/w Church: 



Or I will drag thee on a hurdle thither 



You 



o/^pmeo and Iuliet. 

Out you greeneficknelle carrion, out you baggage, , 
you tallow face. 

La. Fie,fie, what are you mad? 

la. Good Father, 1 befeech you on my knees, 
Heareme with patience, but to fpeake a word . 

Fa. Hang thee young baggage, difob edicnt wretch 
1 tell thee what, get thee to Church a Thurfday,. 

Or neuer after lookeme in the face, 

Speake not, replie not, do not anfwere me. 

My fingers itch, wife, we fcarce thought vsbleit. 
That God had lent vs but this onely child. 

But now I lee this one is one too much. 

And that we haue a curfc in hauing her: 
Outonherhilding. 

Nur. Godin heauenblelle her: 

You are too blame my Lord to rate her fo. 

Fa. And why my Lady wifdom.hold your tongue. 
Good Prudence, fmatter with your gofsips, go. 

Nar, Ifpeake no treafon. 

Father, O Godigeden, 

May notone fpeake? 

Fa. Peace you mumblingfoole, . 

Vttet yourgrauitie orea Gofsips bowle. 

For here we need it not. 

IVt, You are too hot. 

Fa. Gods bread, it makes me mad, 
Day,night,houre,tide,time,worke, play. 

Alone in companie,ftillmy care hath bin 
To haue hefmatc lit, and hauing now prouided 
A Gentleman of noble parentage. 

Of faire demeanes, youxhfull ana nobly allied, 

Stuftas they fay with honourable parts, 
Proportionedas ones thought would wifh a man. 

Ana then to haue a wretched puling foole, 

A whining mammet.in her fortunes tender, 

T o anfwere, lie not wed, I cannot loue: 

I 
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Tam too young, I pray you pardon me. 

But and you will not wed, tie pardon you, * 

Graze where you will, you fliall not houfc with me} 
JLooketoo’c, thinke on’r, Ido not vfeto left. 
Thurfdayisneere, lay hand on heart, aduife. 

And you be mine, ilegiue you to my friend. 

And you be not, hang,beg,ftarue,dye in the ftreets 
For by my foule, ilenere ackno wledge thee. 

Nor what is mine /hall ncuer doe thee good: 

Truif too t, bethinkcyou,i!e not be forfworne. Exit 

Juhet. Is there no pitie fitting in the cloudeS, 

That fees into the botromeof my griefe? 

O Ivveet my Mother call me not away, 

Delay this marriage, for a month, a weeke. 

Or if you do not, make the Bridall bed 
Jn that dim Monument where Ttbalt lies. 

UWo. Talkenotrome, fori'enorfpeakea word, 

Do as thou wilt, for I haue done with thee . Exit, 

Iuliet. O God, O Nurfe,how fliall this bepreuented? 

My husband is on earth, my faith in heauen. 

How fliall that faith returneagaineto earth, 

Vnielle that husband fend it me from heauen. 

By leauing earth? cornfort me, counfaile me: 

A!acke,alacke, that heauen fliould praftife ftratagems 
Vpon fo foft a fubieft as my felfe, 

“What fiift thou, haft thou not a word of ioy? 

Some comfort Nurfe. (nothing, 

N«r. Faith here it is, Romeo is baniflied,and all the world to 
That he dares nerecome backeto challenge you: 

Qrif he do, it needs nuiftbcby Health* 

Then fince the cafefo ftandsas nowit doth, 

I thinke ltbeft you married with the Countie, 

O heesa louely Gentleman: 

Romeos a difliclout to him,anEagIe1Vladam 
Hath not fo greene,fo quicke, fo faire an eye 
As / J <7W hath, belli row my very heart. 



of^omeo and Iuliet. 

1 thinke you are happy in this fecond match, 

Font excels your firft,orifit did not. 

Your firft is dead,or twere as good he were, 

Asliuing here and you no vfe of him. 
iu, Speakeft thoufrom thy heart? 

Nor, And from my foule too, or elfe beflirew them both. 
let. Amen. 

Nur. What? 

I u. Well thou haft comforted me mar uailous much, 

Go in , and tell my Lady I am gone, 

Hauing difpleafdemy Father, to Lawrence Cell, 

T o make coufesfion,and to be abfolu’d. 

N#r, Marrie I vvill.and this is wifely done. 

I«. Auncitntdamnation,0 moll wicked fiend. 

Is itniore fin to wifli me thus forfworne, 

Or to difpraife my Lord with that fame tongue, 

Which flie hath praifde him with aboue compare,’ 

So many thoufand times?GoeCounfellor, 

Thouandmy bofome henceforth fliall betwaine: 
lie to the Frier to know his remedie. 

If all elfe fade, my felfe haue power to die. Exit. 

En ter Trier and Comtie Paris. 

Fri. On Thurfday fir,the time is very fliort. 

P a. My father C apulet will haue i t fo. 

And I am nothing flow to flacke his haft. 

fri. You fay you doe not know the Ladies minde? 

V neuen is the coutfe,! like it not, 

^.Immoderately (he weepes for Tibahs death. 

And therefore haucl little talke of loue. 

For Venus [ miles not in a houfe of teares. 

Now hr,her father counts it dangerous 
That fhedoth giue her forrowfo muchfway: 

And in his wiledome hafts our manage. 

To itop the inundatio n of her teares* 

VVhich too much minded by her (elfe alone. 

May be put from her by foc/ecie. 

I 2 Now 
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Now doe you know the reafon of this haft? 

Fri. I would I knew not why it £hould be flowed, 

Lookefir here comes the Lady towards my Cell* 

Enter Iuliet, 

"Par Happily met my Lady and my wife. 

Ju. That may be lir,when I may be a wife* 

Pit. That may be.muil be loue, on Thurfday next. 

Ju. What mull be (hall be, 

Fri. T h at s a cer cai ne text . 

Par. Come you to make confesfion t© this Father? 
lu. T o anfwere that, I (hould confefle to you. 

‘Fa. Donotdenietohim,thatyou loue me, 

Ju. I will confelTe to you that 1 loue him . 

Par. So will ye.I am fure that you loue me, 

Ju. Ifldofojit will be of more price. 

Being fpoke behind your backe,then to your face. 

Par. Poore foule thy faceismuch abufd with tearesi 
lu. The reaves haue gotfmall viftorie bv that. 

Tor it was badinough before their fpight." 

Pa. Thou wrongft it more thenteares with that report. 
lu. That is no {launder fir.whichisatruth, 

And;. what 1 fpake,Ifpake it to my face. 

Pa. Thy face is mine, and thou haftflaundred it, 
lu. It may be fo,for i t is not minee wne. 
Areyouatleifure,holy Father-now, 

Or (hall I come to you at euening MalTc? 

Fri. My leifurc feruesmepenfiue daughter now, 

My Lord we muft intreatthe time alone. 

Pa. Godfhield s I flicmld difturbe deuotion, 
luhct^on Thurfday early will I rowfe yee. 

Till then adue,andkeepe this holy kill’e. Exit. 

lu O that the doore,and when thou haft done fo, 

Come weepe withme,pall hope.paftcare.paft helpe* 

Fri. O !«/«■*, I already know thy griefe, 

It ftrainesme paft thecompafleofmy wits, 

I hears thou muft, and nothing may prorogue it, 

Qn 






ofd(omeoand Iuliet. 

Thurfday next be married to this Countie. . , 
° n i Tb Tellme not Frier that thou heareft of this* 
Vnlefle thou telime how I may preuent it: 

Bin thy wTedome thoi .canft giue no helpe, 

Oo thou but call my refolution wife, ^ 

And with this knife, lie helpe it prefcntly 
rod iovndmy heart,and Emeu, thou our hands 
And erethis hand by thee to Romos feald; 

Shall be the Labell to another deede, ^ 

Or my true heart with trecherou* reuolt, 

Tutne to another, this llaall flay them both: 

* Therefore out of thy long experienft tune, 
Oiueme fome prefent counfcll.or behold 
Twxt my extreames and me,tlns bloudy knife 

Shall play the vmpeere, arbitrating that. 

Which the commisfion of thy yeares and art* 
Could to noiflueof true honour bring: 

Be not fo long to fpeake,! long to die, 

If what thou ipeaki>,fpcake not of remedy. 

fn. Hold daughter, l doefpiea kind of hope,. 
Which craues as defperat an execution. 

As that is defperate which we would preuent* 
Ifrather then to marrie Countie Paris . 

Thbu haft the ftrength of will to flay thyfelfe. 
Then is it likely thou wilt vndertake 
A thing like death to chide away this fhame, 

That co a pH with death himfelf e, to fcape from it.' 
Andif thou dareft, lie giuethee remedie. 

j .. Kiri mr* 1 eflne«vrather then man \ PdT-is*. 



bones* 
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And hide me with a dead man in his 
1 lungs tii^c to hcare them told hnnpr«*a 4 

A ,.d Iw ,ll doe it witho,,, fea« OS/ ™ C tKm Wt » 

To line an vnftamd wife to my fweet lone. 

T Fri ’ n°l d then,g°e home, be merrie gm c Cftn r 
To tnamep^miwenfday is to morrow >§ fcnt ’ 
Tomorrow mghtlookethat thou lie alone. 

Let not thy Nurfe lie with thee in thy Chamber* 

Take thou this Violl being then in bed, 

And this dialling liquor drinkethou off 

A nT/ rC i? tJy r hr r U§h aI1 th y vein « ftall run 1 ' 

A co d and dro wfie humourftbr no pulfe * 

XT la cec P e Is p a tiuc p ro gr e flfe b u t fur ceafe 

No vvarmth,no breath ihall teft ifi e thou liueft. 

The Rofes in thy bps and chcekes ihall fade 

1 °i° °? any affies,the eyes windowesfall: 

Like death when he flints vp the day oflife 

Each pandepriu’d offupplegouernmenr. 

Shall ftiffeand ibrke, and cold appeare like death 

And in this borrowed hkeneile of ihrunke death * 

Thou (halt continue tiro andforty honres 
And then awakeasfromapleafantfleepe * 

Noiv when theBridegroome in the morningcomes 
To row fe thee from thy bed,there art thou dead; ' 

1 nenas fliemanner ofour country is, 

In thy beft robes vneouerd on the Beere 
Be borne to buriall in thy kindreds graue* 

Thou (halt be borne to that famcancienr vault 
"Where all the kindred of the Capu/ctslie , * 

In the meane timeagainft thou (halt awa’ke 
' f Shall£omeo by my letters know our drift, 

And hither lhali he come, and he and I 
Will watch thy waking,and that very night 
Shall R/imeo beareth eeli ence to Mantua? 

And this Ihall free theefrom this prefent/hame, 
Jfnoinconftantroy «orwomaxiiihfeare, 

Abate thy valour in the aftingit, \ u g; u{ 



ofd^omeoandluHet: 

U, Gtue me, giueme.O tell not me off eate; 

Fri Hold get you gone, be ftrong and profperous 
In this refolue,ile fend a F rier with fpeed 
To iMantua with my letters to thy Lord, 

Ju. Loue giue me ftrength, & ftrength Ihall helpe aflFord: 

Tarewcll deare father, Ex,t ' 

Enter Father Capulet .Mother, Nttrfe^nd 
Seruing men, wo or three. 

Ca ; So many guefts inuiteas here are writ. 

Sirrah, go hire me twenty cunning Cookes, 

Ser% You iliall haue none ill fir,for ile trie if they can licke 

their fingers. 

Ca. flow canfl thou trie thettifo? 

^r.M'arrie fir,tis an ill Cooke that canot lick his own fingers: 
therefore he that cannot heke his fingers goes not with me. 

Ca, Go be gone,we ihall be much vnfurnilht for this time: 
whatis my daughter gone to £ncr Lawrence? 

Nur. lforfootb. 

Ca, Well he may chance to do fome good on her, 

A peeuifhfelfcwillde harlotry it is. _E»r«rIuliet. 

Nur, See where (he comes from fhrift with merrie looke. 
Ca How now my headftrong, where haue you bin gadding* 
lu. Where I haue learnt me to repent the fin 
Ofdifobedientoppofition, 

To you and your behefts,and am enioynd 
By holy Lawrence, to fall profirate here. 

To beg your pardon,pardon 1 befecch you. 

Henceforward I am euer ruld by you, 

Ca. Send for the Countie,goe tell him of this, 

Ile hauethis knot knit vp to morrow morning, 

Ak. I met theyouthfull Lord at Lawrence Cell, 

And gaue him what becomd loue I might. 

Not Uepping ore the bounds of modeuie, 

Ca.. Why lam glad ont.this is well,ftand vp, 

This is aft lhould be, let me fee the County: 

1 marrie go I fay and fetch him hether , 



Now 
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Now afore God, this reuerend holy Frier, 

All our whole Citie is much bound to him. 

lu. Nurfe,will you goe with me into my ClofetJ 
T o helpe me fort fuch needfull ornaments, 

As y ou thinke fit to furnifli me to morrowf 

No not till Thurfday, there is timeinough. 

Fa. Go Nurfe,go with her, weele to Church to morrow. 

Exem 

Mo. Wefhallbefhortin our prouifion, 

Tisnow neare night. 

Fa. Tulh, I will ftirre about, 



And all things lhall be well, I warrantthec wife; 
Go thou to lulutj helpe to deckevp her, 
lie not to bed to night, let mealone: 
lie play the hufwiie for this once, what ho? 

They areallforth, well I will walks tnyfdfe 
to C ountie Paris, to prepare vp him 
Againft to morrow, my heart is wondrous light. 
Since this fame wayward Gyrleisfo reclannd. 



Exit. 

Enter and N nrfe. 

la. I thofe attires are bell, but gentle Nurle 
I pray thee leaue me to my felfe to night; 
f or 1 haue need of many oryfons. 

To moue the heauens to fmile vpon my (late. 
Which welthou know eft, is erode and ful of fin. 

Enter Mother. 

Mo. V V hat are you bufie ho’ncedyou my help? 
lu. No Madam.we haue culd fuch neceflaries 
As are behoofefull for our ftate to morrow: 

So pleafe you,let me now be left alone. 

And let the Nurfe this night fit vp with you. 

For 1 am fure, you haue your hands full all, 

Inthis fo fudden bufineffe. 



Mo. Goodnight. 

Get thee tobed and reft, for thou haft need.. 

Exeunt. it** Farewell* 



of^omeoandldlet. 

Iu. Farewell, God knowes when we {hall tneetc againe. 

I haue a faint cold feare thrills through nay vcincs. 

That almoft freezes vp the heate of life : 

He call them backe againeto comfort me. 

Nurle, what fliouldlhe do here’ 

MydifmallSccanelneedsmuftadalone, 

Come Viall, what if this mixture do not worke at all? 

Shall I be married then to morrow morning? 

No, no, this lhall forbidit 5 lie thou there, 

VVhat ifit be a poy fon which the f rier 
Subtilly hathminiltred, to haue me dead, 

Leaft in this marriage he Ihould be dilhonourd, 

Becaufe he ma rxiedme before to Romeoi 
I feare it is, and yet me thinks it fhould not. 

For he hath (till beene tried a holy man. 

How ifwhen I am laidinto theT ombe, 

Iwake before the time that Romeo 

Come to iedeeme me,theresa fearefull point : 

Shall I not then be ftiffled in the V aulti 
Towhofefoule mouthnohcalthfome ayre breaths in, 

And there die ftrangled ere my Romeo comes. 

Orif Iliue,isitnocvery like, 

The horrible conceit of death andnightj 
Together with the terror of the place. 

Asm a Vaulte,an ancientrcceptacle, 

Where for thefe many hundred y ceres the bones 
Of all my buried Aunceftorsare packt, 

Where bloody Tybalt y et bu t greene in earth. 

Lies feftring in his fhrowd, where as they fay, 

At fome houres in the night, fpirits refort: 

Alacke, alacke, is it not like that 1 

So early waking, w hat with loathfome finds j 

And fhrikeslike mandrakes torne out of the earth, 

That liuing mortalls hearing them run mad. 

O if Iwalke, fhall I not be diftraught, 

Inuironcd with all thefe hidious fearcs, 

K And 
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And madly play with my forefathers io }w 
And puicke the mangled Tybalt from his ftrowdc' 
Andnulns ragr with feme great kmfmans bone ’ 

As W ith a club da lit out my defperate brainc*. ’ 

0 looke, me thinks I fee my Cozins Ghoft ' 

Seeking out chat did fpit ins body 
Vpon a Rapiers point) flay Tybalt, flay * 

Romeo, Romeo, Romeo, heres dunkc, I drinke to fhie. 

Enter Lao j of the hossfe and Nurfc. 

La. Hold, take theie keies,and fetch morefpiccs Nurfe 
N ^‘ 1 % calJ for Dates and Quinces in thePaftrie* ^ 
Enter old Capulet. . 

Come, flir fl^ftr, the fccond Cocke hath crowed 
The Curphew Behhathroung,tis threeaclocke: 5 

1 ooke to the bakte meates, good Anfe/sca 

Spare notfor coft, " * > 

Nur, Go you Cot-qtteane,go, 

Get you to bed, faith youle be licke to morrow- 
For this nights watching, 

Ca. No not a whit, what? I bane watcht erenow 
All night for leUecaufe,and nercbeenciieke. 

La. I you haue bin a moufe'-huntinyour time 
But I will n atch you frcmfuch watching now. 

Exit Lady c.?td Nurfc. 

Ca. Aiealous hood, a icaloushood,nowfcllow,whati$ there* 

Enter three or foure mtb/pttsand logs and basket s. 

Eel. Things for the Cooke fir; but i know not wliar. 

Ca. Make hade, make hafte firra, fetch drier Lo«s 
Call P etcr , he will fhe w thee where they are,- 
Eel. 1 haue a head fir, that will find out logs, . 

And newer trouble Terror the matter, 

Ca. Malleand wellfaid, a tnerrie horfbn, ha,« 

Thou fhalt be loggerhead ; good father- tis day. 

P/a/ Mafbke, 

The Countie will be here with muficke ftraighr, , 

For fo hefaid hewould,Ihcare him neere, 

Nurfe, wife, what ho, what Nurfel fay ? Enter. 



of^omeo and lulkt. 

Enter Nttrfe. 

Go waken Inhet, go and trim her vp 

and chat with Vans, hie, make hafte (I fay* 

S,Ll,. fte t he bridegroomc,he is come already, make halte 
ka^iftns, lultet, 6ft I warrant her fhe, 
Why Larnbe, why Lady, fie you Uuggabed, 

Why Louelfay, Madam, fwcet heart, why Bride. 
Whatnot a word, you take yom pern worths now, 

Slecpe for a weeke,ior the next night I warrant 
The Countie Pans hath let vp his reft, 

Thar you ihal! reft but little, God forgtue me, 

Marric and Amemhow found is fhe a jleepe; 

Imuft needs wake her : Madam, Madam, Madam, 

I,let the Countie take you in your bed 
Heele fright you vp yfaitb, will it no t be? 

VVhat dreft, and in your clothes, ana do wne agatne? 

I muft needs wakeyou,Lady, Lady.Lady, 

Alas, alas, helpe,helpe, my Lady es dead. 

Ohweleaday, that euerlwas borne. 

Some Aqua-vitae ho,my Lord, my Lady. 

Mo. VVhat noifeis heere? 

Js!w, O lamentable day. 

M». VVhat is the matter? 

Nur. Lookc,looke,ohheauieday. 

Mo. O me, O me,my child, my onetylife: 

Reuiuc,lookc vp,or 1 will die with thee; 



Pa. F or fhatnebring lulset forth , her Lord is comer 
Nttr. Sheesdeadideceaft, fhees dead, alacke the day, — 

M. Alack the day,fheesdead,lhees dead, fhees dead 
Fa. Hah let me fee her, out alas fhees cold, 

Herbloodis lecled and her lpyntsareftifL’: 

Life and thefe lips haue long bene feperated, 

Death lies on her likean vntimely froft 
Vpon the fweeteft flower of all the . 

-O 
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N ur. O lamentable day. 

-Mo, O wofull time. 

Fa. Death that hath tanc her hence to make me waile 
Ties vp my tongue and will not let me fpealce. s 

Enter Frier and the Count ie, 

Fri. Come, is the Bride ready to go to Churchy 
Fa. Ready to go, but neucr to returne. 

O fonne, the night before thy wedding day. 

Hath death laine with thy wife, there ihe lies,. 

Flower as fhe was, defiowred by him. 

Death is my fonnein law,death isniy heire, 

My daughter he hath w edded, I will die. 

And leaue him all life liuing, all is deaths,- 

Paris. Haue I thought long to fee t his mornings face 

And doth itgiue mefuch a fight as this? 

Me. Accurft,vnhappie, wretched hatcfull day, 
Moftmiferablehoure that ere timefaw 
In lafting labour of his Pilgrimage, 

But one poore one, one poere and louing child, 

But one thing to reioyceand folace in, 

And cruelldeath hath catcht it from my fight, 

Nw. O wo, O wofull., wofull, wofull day* 

Moft lamentable day, moft wofull day,. 

That euer, euer, 1 did yet behold, 

O day, O day, O day, G hatcfullday, 

Neuer was feene fo blacke a day as this* 

G wofull day, O wofull day. 

Paris. Bcguild,diuorced, wronged, fpighted,flainc,, 
Moft deteftable death j by thee beguild, 

By cruell, cruell thee, quite ouerthrowne, 

O louc, O life, notlife, butloucin death. 

Fat. Defpifde, diftrefted, hated, martird, fold*. 
Vncomfor table time, why camft thou now. 

To murthcr, murther ourfolemnitie? 

O, child, O child, my foule and not my child,, 

Dead flrt thou, alackemydiildisdead, _ 

And with my child my ioyes a X6 buried*. JH 



of (Romeo and hliet: 

V.: Peacehofor ihame.confufions, care hues not 
In the'fe confufions, heauen' and your Idle 
Had part in this fairemaid,now heauen hath all. 

And all the better is it for the maids 

your part in her, you could not keepe from death. 
But heauen keepes his partin eternalllire: 

The moft you fought was her promotion 
For twas your heauen fhefiiould beaduanft. 

And weepe ye noy^ feeing ftie is aduantt 

Aboue the Cloudes, as high as Heauenit ftlfe. 
Ointbis loue,you lone your childfo ill, 

Thatyourunmad,feeingthat Iheiswell; 

Shees not well married, that liues married long. 

But ftieesbeft married, that dies married yong. 

Drie vp your teares, and ftickeyour Rofemarie 
Onthisfaire Coarfe, and as the cuftomeis, 

And in her beft array beare her to Ch arch: ' 

For though lome nature bids vs all lament. 

Yet Natures teares areReafonsmernmenf. 

Fa. All things that we ordained feftiuall, 

Turne from their office to blacke F unerall: 
Ourinftrumentsto melancholy bells. 

Our wedding cheare to a fad buriall feaft: 

Our folemne hymnes to fullen dyrges change: 

Our Bridall Bowers ferue for a buried Coarfe: 

And all things change them to the contrarie. 

Fri. Sir go you in ; and Madanij go with him, 
And go fir Paris , euery one prepare 
To follow this fa ire Coarfe vnto hergraue: 

The heauens do lowre vpon you for fome illt 
Mouc them no more, by crofsing thei r high will. 

Exeunt : manet . 

Mufi. Faith we may put vp our pipes and be gone. 
Nur. Honeftgoodfellowes,ah putvp,putvp. 
For well you know, this is apitifullcafe. 

Fid. 1 by my troath, the cafe may be amended.' 

- Exeunt omnes. K 3 



Enter 
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Enter Will Kemp e. 

Peter, Munitions, oh Mufitions, hartseafe, harts csfe, 
0,and yeti will haueme line, play hearts cafe. 

Fuller, Why harts eafi; 

‘Peter, O Mu fi tions, becaufe my hart it felfe plaies,my hart 

0 play me feme marie dumpc to comfort nie. 

Minfirels, Not a d ump we,tis no time to play now. 

Pet, You vvillnot then’ 

Mm. No. 

Pet, I will then g’me it ycu foundly. 

A fin. What will you giue vs; 

Pet, No money on my faith, but the gleeke. 

1 will giuc you the Minftrell. 

Min, Then will I giuc you the Seruing creature. 

Pet, Then will I lay the feruing creatures dagger on your 
pate.I will carie no Crochets, ile ieyou,ilefa 
You, do you note me? 

Mm. And you re vs, and fa vs, you note vs, 
z CM. Pray you put vp your dagger, and put outyour wit, 
Then haue at you with my wit, * . 

Peter. I will drie-beate you with an yron wit, and put vpmy 
Anfweremelike men, (yron dagger. 

When griping grides the hart doth wound, then mulique 
with her filucr found. 

Why filuer found, why mufickewith her filuer found , what 
fay you Simon Catling; 

Mm, Mary fir, becaufe filuer hath afveetfound. 

Pet, Prateft, what fay you Hugh llcbick; 

2 ,M, 1 fay filuer foundjbecaufe Mnfitions found for filuer. 
Pet. Pratefl to,whatfay youlamesfound poft; 

S.M. Faith I know not what to fay. 

Pet . O I cry you mercy, you are the Singer. 

I will fay for you j it w muficke with her fi luer found) 
Becaufe Mufitions haue no goldforfounding: 

Then Muficke with her filuer found \vith Ipeedy hclpedoth 
lend redrcfle. Exit, 

Min ♦ 



ofOtymeo and luliet. 

Clftn, What apcftilent knaueis this fame? > 

Mr-. Hang him lacke ,come wedein here , tatrie for the 
Mourners, and flay dinner, E& 

Enter Romeo, 

Ro. If Imay rruft the flattering truth of fleepe. 

My dreames prefage fomeioyfull newes at hand. 

My bofomes L.fus lightly in his throne: 

Andall thisday an vnaccuftomd fpint, 

Lifts me abouc the ground with cheeref ull thoughts. 

I dreamt my Lady came and found me dead. 

Strange dreame that giues a dead man leaue to thinke, ■, 

And breathd fuch life with kifles in my lips, 

That I reuiude and was an Emperor. 

Ah me, how fweet is loucit felfe poffeft. 

When but loucs fhado wes arc fo rich in ioy* 

Enter Romeos man, 

Newes from Verona, how now Bahhazer ! 

Doll thou not bring me Letters from the Frier; 

How doth my Lady, is my Fat her well? 

How doth my Lady luliet*. that I aske againe, 

For nothing can be ill, iffhe be well. 

Man, Then fheiswell,andnothingcanbeill. 

Her body fleepes in Capels monument. 

And herimmortall part with Angels hues, 

Ifaw her laid low in her kindreds vault, 

Andprcfently tooke pollcto tell it you: 

O pardon me for bringing thefe ill newes, 

Since you did leaue it for my office S ir . 

Ro. Is it euenfb;thenIdenicyouftarres, 
Thouknoyveftmy lodging, getmeinke andpaper. 

And hire poll horfes, 1 will hence to night. 

Man, I do befecch you fir, haue patience: 

Your lookes arcpaleand wildland do import 
Some mifaduenture. 

Ro. T ufh thou art deceiud, 

Leaue me, and do the thing 1 bid thee do. 

Haft 
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Haft thou no Letters to me from the Friers 
Afan* No my ^ood Lord# 

JEdcit 

Ro * No matter, get thee gone, 

And hy re thofehorfes.Ile be with thee flraMit. 
V\ ell luliet, I will lie with thee to night: 

Lets fee for meanes, O mifehiefe thou art fwift 
1 o enter in the thoughts of defperate men: * 
ldo rememberan Appothecarie, 

And here abouts a dwels, which late I noted 
In tattred weeds, with ouerwhelming browes, 
Culling of Simples, meager were his lookes, * 
Sharpe miferie had worne him to the bones: 

And in his neediefhop a tortoyshung, 

An Allegater ftuft, and other skins 
Of ill fhap te fifhes, and about his Ihclucs, 

A beggerly account of emptic boxes, 

Greene earthen pots, bladders and mufliefeedes,' 

Remnants of packthred, and old cakes of Rofcs 
Were thinly lcattercd,tomakevpafliew. 

N oting this penury, to my lelfe 1 laid. 

An if aman did needapoyion now. 

Who fe fale is prefent death in Aiantua^ 

Here liues a C'aitifFe wi.ctch wojuldl'ell it him. 

O thisfamethought didbutforcrunmyneed. 

And this fame needie inan.muil fellit rue. 

As 1 remember, this fhould bethe houfe, 

Being holy day, the beggers ftiop is lliuc. 

What ho Appothecarie; 
tslppa- Who calls fo lowd? 

Rem , Come hither man, I fee that thou art poor*, 
Hjld,thereisfortie duckets, let mehaue 
A dram of poyfon,f uch ioone fpeeding gcare, 

As will difperfeitfclfe throughallthc veincs. 

That the lifc-w carie-taker may fall dead, 

Aud that the T runckemay be difehargd of breath, 
As violently, as haftie powder fierd 



Doth 



r 



dfQ{pmeoandluliet, 

^ P^nSuc^hmorwU drugs^Cu^^^^; law 

L thou fobareand foil of wretchedndle, 

Aodfeareft to die,femine is in thy chcekes. 

Need and oprdlion ftarueth in thy eyes. 

Contempt and beggery hangs vpon thy backet 
The world is not thy friend, nor the worlds law , 

The world atfoords no law to make thee rich; 

Then be not poore, but breakeit and take this. 

To, My poucrty,but notmy will confents. 

Re. 1 pray thy pouertyandnot thy will. 

To, Put this in anyliquidehing you will 
Anddrinke itoff.and if you hadtheftrength 
Oftwentv men, it would difpatchyou ftraight. 

Ro. There is thy Gold,wor(epoyfon to mens foulesj 
Being more murther m this loathfome world, 

Thcnthde poore compounds that, thou maieftnot fell, 

I, fell thee poyfon,thouhaftfold menone, 
larewell.buy foode.andget thy fclfe in flefh. 

Come Cordiall and not poyfon,go with me 
To Mets graue,for there muft I vfe thee. Exeunt, 

Enter Frier Iohnto Frier Lawrence . 

Jeh, Holy Franc if can Frier ,br other, ho. 

Enter Lawrence. 

Law, This fame Ihold be the voice ofFtier John, 
Welcome from A/rf»f#<*,what fayes Romeoi 
Or if his mind be writ,giue me his Letter. 

Joh. Going to find a barefoote brother out. 

One of our order to alTodatc me. 

Here in this Citic vifiting the ficke. 

And finding him, the Searchers of the townc 
Sufpeftingthat we bothwereinahoufe. 

Where the infectious peflilence did raigne, 

Sealdvpthedoo res, and w ould n o t let vs forth, 

So that my fpeed to Mantua there was ftaid. 

; 3 1 L Law. Wh® 
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Lav?, V Vho bare my Letter then to Romeo} \ 

l°b*. I could notlcndit. here itis. againc, 
Norgetannflengerto bring n thee. 

So fearcfull were they of infeflion. 

Law. Vnhappieiortune, by my Brotherhood,. 
The Letter was not nice, bur full of charge, 

Dr dears import, and the ncglrfting it. 
Alaydomuch danger : Frier John go hence. 

Get me an Iron Grow and bring it luaighc 
Vnto my CelL. 

lob * Brother ile go and bring it thee. 

Law. Now muft 1 to the Monument alone. 
Within this three houres willfaire lhlut wake, 
Shec will befhrew me much that Romeo 
Hath had no notice oi thefe accuknts;. 

But I will wtite againe to Mantua, 

And keepe her at my CelltillAVweocome, 

Poore liuing Coarfe,clofde in a dead mans Tombe. 



{Exit, 



(Exit, 



E 'tferPa ri s: and his Page, 

Tar. Giue me thy torch b oy, hence and (land aloofe, 
Yet put it out, for 1 would not be feme: 

Vnderyond young trees Jay thee all along, 

Holding thy cafe ciofe to the hollow ground, .. 

So lhall no foot vpon the Churchyard tiead, 

Being loofe, vnfirme with digging vpof Graiies, 

But thou (halt heaieit, w hi hie then to me. 

As fignall that thou heard! fome thing approach, 

Giue methofe flowers, do as 1 bidthee,go. 

Pag. I am almoft afraid to hand alone 
Here in the Church-yard, yet I will aduenture. 

Par. Sweet Flower with flowers thy Bridall bed I firew^, 
Owoe, thy Canapieisduft andftones. 

Which with fweet water nightly I willdewe. 

Or wanting that, with tear es diftild by mopes} 

The obfe<ji,iies that I for thee will keepe. 



of (Romeo and luliet, 

Nightly (hall be, to ttrewthy graueandwreepe, 

° ; Whittle Boy. 

The Boy dues warning, fomething doth approach, 

What curled foot wanders this way to mghr. 

To erode my obfequies and true loues right; 

What with a torch? muffle.me night a while. 

EnterKovnco andVctcx^ 

go, Giueme the mattocke and the wrenching Iron, 
Hold take this Letc?r, early in i he morning 
See thou debit :r it to my. Lord and rather, 

Giueme the light ; vpon thylifc Ichaige thee, 

\Vhat ere thou hearelt orjfeefl, Hand all aiootCj 
And do notiritetrupt me in my coirrie, 

VV hy i defend into this bed ot death. 

Is partly to behold aay Ladies face; 

Butch ic flv to take thence from her dead finger, 

A precious iling : a Ring that l tnuft vfc, 

Indeare employ pent, therefore hence be gone? 

But if thouiealous loft securne to pnfi 
Iu what i farther fhall intend to do, . 

By heau.cn I will teare thee toy nt by ioynt. 

And ftrew this hungry Church-yard with thy liniss 
The time and my intents are lauage wil.de. 

More tierce and moreinexorablcfarre. 

Then emptieT ygers,or the roaring -fea. 

•Pet. I will be gone lir. andinot trouble you, 

Ro So llialt thou ihew mcfriend;hip,take thou that, 
Liueand be profpecous,and farewell goodfellow, 

Pet. For all this fame, ile hide me here about, 
tiislookes 1 feare.and Ins intents I doubt, 

Ro, T hou detcflable inawe, thou worn be of death, 
Gorg d with the deareftmoxlell of the catth: 

Tims 1 enforce thy rotten lawes to open. 

And iu dcfpigbtilccram thee with more food. 

Pa, I ms is t hat banilht haughtie Momtagne, 
Thatniurdredmy loucsCouzin; with whicii griefe., 
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Itis fuppofedthefaireCreature died. 

And here is come to do fomc villanous fhame . 

To the dead bodies : I will apprehend him, 

Scop thy vnhaliowcd toyle, vile Mountaguei 
Can vengeance be purfued further then death? 
Condemned villame, I do apprehend thee. 

Obey and go with me, for thou muft die, 

Rom, I mud indeed, and therefore came I hither. 
Good gentle youth,teinpt not a defperateman, 

Flie hence and ieaue me, thinke vpon thefe gone. 

Let them affright thee, 1 befeech thee Youth, 

Put not an other fin vpon my head,. 

By vrging me to furie, O be gone. 

By heauen I loue thee better then my fclfe, 

Lori come hither arrndeagainft my felfe: 

Stay not, be gone, line, and hereafter fay, 

A mad mans mercy bid thee run away,. 

Par. I do defie thy eommifseration, 

And apprehend thetffor aFeilonherc. 

Rs. \Vilt than prouokeme? then haueattheeboy, 

O Lord they fight I will go call the Watth. 

PaK O I am flame, if thou be mercifull. 

Open the T ornbe, lay me with lultet. 

Rom. In faith 1 will , let me perufe this face, 
tjfyjercutws kinftnan. Noble Countie Paris, 

What faidmy man, when my betofledfoule 
Did no t at ten d him as we rode? I thinke 
He told me Paris fhould haue married Met, 

Said he nor fo?. or didl dreame it fo? 

Gr am I mad, heanng hini talke of Met , . 

To thinke it was io? 6 giue me thy hand. 

One, writ with me in fowre misfortunes booke. 
lie burie thee in a triumphant graue.' 

A Graue 5 O no,ALanthornejflaughtred Youth, 

For here lies Juliet, and her beautiemakes 

This Yaultafealbng prefencefull of light*, j. 



of <Rcmeo andluliet. 

Death lie thou there by a deadman interd. 

How ottwhenmcB areat the point of death, 

Hauc they bcenemerrfe? which their Keepers cai 
A lioi.tmng before death? Oh how may I 
Calf this a lightning? O my Loue, my wife. 

Death that hath fuckt the honey of thy breath. 

Hath had no power yet vpon thy beautie: 

Thou artnotconquerd, beauties enfigne yet 
Is crymfon in thy lips, and in thy cheeks, 

And deaths pale flag is not aduanccd there. 

Tybalt lyeft thou there in thy bloudy flieet? 

O what more fauour can I do to thee. 

Then with that hand that cut thy youth in twaine. 

To finder his that was thine enemie? 

Forgiue me Couzen. Ah deare Juliet, 

Why art thou yetfo faire-I will beleeue. 

Shall I beleeue ,that vnfubftantiall death is amorous? 
And thattheleaneabhorredmonfterkeepeS 
Thee here in darke to be his paramour? 

Forfeareef that,IftiUwill ftay with thee, 
Andneuerfromthispallaceof dym night 
Depart againe, come lie thou in my arme, 

Heers to thy health, where ere thou tumbleftirt, 
©true Appothecarie! 

Thy drugs are quicke. Thuswithakifle I die, 
Departagainc; ; here,here will Iremaine, 

V V ith wormes that are thy ChambermaidestO here 
Will I let vp my euerlafting refit 
And lhake the yoke of inaufpicious flarres 
From this world-wearied flr fh,cy es looke your lafl: : 
Armes take your lafl embrace : And lips, O you 
The doores of breath, feale with a righceous kifle 
A dateleffe bargaine to ingrofsingdeath: 

Come bitter conduct, come vnfauory guide, 

Thou defperate Pilot, now atonce run on " 

The dafhing Rocks, thy fea-ficke weary bar kc:' 
Heer’s to my Loue. O true Appothecary^.. 



T he moft lamentable Tragedie 

Thy drugs arc quicke. Thus with a kifle I die. 

Enter Frier with LantborneyCror* and Spade. 

Fn, S t Francis be mv fpced, how oft to night 
Haue my old feet {humbled at graue$? Whoes there? 

Man.. Hcres one, a friend, and one that knowcs you Well, 
Fn. B'iflebcvpon you. Tell me goodmy friend 
What torch isyond that vainely lends his light 
To grubs and eyelefTe fculles as I difceme. 

It burneth in the fapels monument. 

UHan. It doth fo holy fir, Saber es my mafter, one that you 
Fn. Who is it; (l 0 u e , 

C JMan. Romeo , 

Fri, How long hath he bin there.; 

Alan. Full halfe an houre, 

Fri, Go with me to the Vault, 

Ma?t. I dare not Sir. 

My Mafler kno wes not but I am gone hence. 

And {carefully did menace me with death. 

If I did flay to looke on his entents. 

Fri. Stay, then ile go alone, feare comes vpon me. 

0 much I feare fomc ill vnluckie thing. 

(Jhfan. As Ididfleepevnderthisyoungtreehcrc, 

1 dreamt my mailer and another fought. 

And that my rnaftcr flew him. 

Fri. Romeo , 

Alackc alacke, what bloud is this which flainej 
T he ftony entrant e of this Sepulchre? 

What meauc thefe mafic rlclfe and goaiiefwords 
To jiedifcolo’if d by thisplace of peace ? 

^ Romeoy oh pale ; who eife, whit Parts too; 

„ And llceptin blood? ah whatan vnkindhoure 
Is guiltieof this lamentable chance? 

The Lady ftirs, 

I bit. O comfortable Frier, where isray Lord? 

I do remember well where I fhould be: 

And there I am, vvhere is my Romeo ; 

Fri. 1 heare feme nov fe Lady, come from that nefl 0^ 






of ^omeo and Juliet. 

Of de*th,contagion, and vnnaturall fleepej 
A treater power t hen we can contradid: 

Hafh thwarted our entents, come, come away, 

Thy husband in thy bofome there Les dead: 

Kn\Paristo's, comeilc difpofeof thee. 

Among a Sifterh ood of h >ly Nunrics: 

Stay not to quclhon, for the watch is comming, 

Come, go good lultet, I dare no longer flay. Exit- 

lult. Go get thee hence, for ] will no t away, 

Whacs here; a cup dofd in my true loucs hand? 

Poy fon I fee hathbin Ins timele-ffeend: 

O chtirle, drmkcall, andleftno friendly drop 
Tohcipe mealter, I will kille thy lips, : 

Happhe fome poy Ion ) ct doth hang on them, 

To make me die with a rcfloradue. 

Thy lips are warme. 

Em ter Toy and Watch . 

Watch. Lcade boy, which way; 

lull. Yea noife? then ile be briefe. O happy dagger. 

Ti s is thy Aieath,-.thcre rultand let medie. (burne. 

Watch boy, Tnis-ls the place , there where the torch doth 
Watch . Thegroundis blood/,fearch about the churchyard. 
Go ionic* of you, who ereyou find attach. 

P.ttifull fight, here lies the Countie flame. 

And luhsi bleeding, warme, and newly dead: 

Who here hath lainc thefe two dayes buried. 

Go tell thepriuce,runne to the Qapnlets. 

Raife vp the MomtagueSy fomc others fearch , 

We fee thegroond whereon thefe woes do lye. 

But the true ground of all thefe piteou s woes. 

We cannot vvithoutorcumflance defery . 

Enter Romeos man. 

Watch. Hctcs Romeos imn, we found hifti in the Churchyard, - 
Chtefe watch. Hold him in fafetie.till the Priuce come hither. 

Enter Ft ter yandanother Watchman, 

S-Watcl>. Here is a F rierthat trembles, (ighes,and weepes, 

We 




T he mojl lament ah le Tra gedie 

We tooke this Matrocke and this fpadc from him 
Ashe was coroming from this Church-yard fide, * 

Chief Watch. A great fufp,tion,ftay the Krie'rtoo,too; 
Enter the Prince. 

Pww.What mifaducntureisfo early vp. 

That calls our perfon from our morning reft? 

Enter Cape Is. 

Ca What fhould it be that they fo fhrike abroad# 

Wife. O the people in the (ftcclecvK Romeo, 

Some Iultet, and fome Paris, and all .rutine 
With open outcry to ward our Monument. 

Pr. W hat fearc is this which ftartles i n your earcs# 
Watch, Soueraigne, here lies the Countie Parts flaine, 
And Romeo dead,and luliet dead before, 

V Varme and new kiid. 

Ppm . Search, feeke & know how this foule murder comes, 
Wat. Here is a Frier, and Slauj^hterd man, 

V V ith In ftruments vpon them fit to open 
Thefe- dead mens T ombes. 

Enter Capnlet and his Wife i 

Ca. O heauen ! O wife leoke how our daughter blcedes! 
This dagger hath miftanc/or loe his houfc 
Is empty on the backe of Aituntague, 

And is mifheath’d in my daughters bofome. 

IVi. O me,this fight of death,is as a Bell 
That warnes my old age to a fepulcher. 

Enter iMountagrte. 

P ri. Come Mount ague fat thou art early vp 
To fee thy fonne and heire,now early downe. 

Mom , Alas my liege,my wife is dead to night, 

Griefe of my fonnes exile hath ftopt her breath. 

What further woeconfpiresagainftmy age# 

Prin t Lookeand thou ihalt fee. 

Moun.Othou vntaught,what manners is in this. 

To prefie before thy f ather to a graue# 

Prt. Seale vp the mouth ofoutragefora while, 

1 fil we can clears thefe ambiguities, An •! 



ofti^omeo and Juliet : 

And know their fp ring, their head their truedefeent. 
And then will I be generallof your woes, 

And lead you euen to death ,meane time forbeare, 
Andletmifchancebeflaue to patie-ncc, 

Brin^ forth the parties of fufpition, 

Pri. I am the greateft able to doe leaft, 
Yetmoftfufpeftedas the time and place 
Dothmake againft me of this direfull murther: 

And hearel ftand both to impeach and purge 
My felfe condemned, and myfelfc cxcufde. 

Prin, Then fay at once what thou doff know in this? 
frier , 1 will bee briefe for my fhort date ofbreath 
Is not fo long as is a tedious tale, 

Romeo there dead, was husband to that hilict. 

And (he there dead, thtts Romeos faithful! wife: 

I married them, and their llolne marriage day 
Was Zi^/txdoomefday, whole vntimely death 
BaniQitthe new-made Bridegroome from this Citie, 
For whom, and not for 7 ibalt y Iuliet pin d. 
Yoiijtoremoue that fiege of griefe from her 
Betroth’d and would liaue married her perforce 
To County Paris .'than comes fhe to me. 

And with wild lookes bidmedeuife fomemeanej 
To rid her from this-fecond marriage: 

Or in my Cell there would fhekill her felfe. 

Then gaue I her(fo tuterd by my art) 
Afleepingpotion,whichfo tooke effect 
As Iintendedjfor it wroughtonher 
The forme of death, meane time I writ to Romeo 
T hat he fhould hither come as this dire night 
To help to take her from her borrowed graue. 

Being the timethe potionsforce fhouldceafe. 

But he which bore my letter, Frier lohn. 

Was flayed by accident,and yefternight 
Returned my letter back,then all alone 
At the prefixed hower of her waking. 



T hemoH lamen mbteTragedfe- 

Camel to take her from her kindreds Vault, 

Meaning to lceepe her clofely at my Cell, 

Till I conuemcntly could fend to Romeo. 

But when 1 came feme minute ere the dme 
Of her awaking, here vntimely lay, 

1 he noble Pans jndtrue Romeo dead. 

She wakes, and lentreated her came forth 
A nd beare this worke ofheauen with patience; 
ii ut then a noifc didfeare me from the T ombe. 

And flic too defperate would not goe with me: 

But as jtfcemeSjdid violence on herfelfe. 

All thislknow.andto themarriageher Nnrfe isprihiet 
And if ought in this mifcaried by my fault* 

Let my old life be fauific’d fomehoure before the time, 
V nto the rigour of feuereft la w- 
Pnn, V Vc {fill haue knowne thee for a holy man, 

V V hers Romeos man?what can he fay to thisf 



Balth.l brought my Maker newes of Juliets death,. 
And then in poflhe camefrom Mantua, 

To this fame place. To this fame monument 
This letter he early bid me giue his Father, 

And threatnedme with death, going in the Vault,, 

If 1 departed not,and leaft him there. 

Pm.Giue me the Letter I will lookeanit. 

Where is the Counties Page that raifd the Watch?’ 
Sirrah what made your mailer in this place? 

Boy. He came with bowers to flmvhisLadiesgrauc 
And bid me (land aloofe, and fo I did, 

Anon comes one with light to ope the Tombe,., 

And by and bymymaikerdrew on him, 

And then I ran away to call thewatch. 

Prtn This Letter doth make good thefriers words,. 
Their courfe of Loue the tidings ofher death. 

And here he writes that he did buy a poyfon 
Of a poore Pothecarie, and there wit-hall. 

Came to this V ault, to die and lye with lulled 
Where be tftefe enemies ? Capulet, LMountague* 



of Borneo andlnliet. 

Seewhatafcourgeis laidevponyour bate? \ 
Thatheauen finds means to kilyour ioyes with lone. 
And I for winking at your difeords too, 

Haueloft a brale of kinfmen, all are punifht. 

Cap, O' brother Mount ague, giue me thy hand, 
Thisismy daugbtersioynture, for no more 
Can 1 donating. 

Moun. But I can giue thee more, 

For 1 will raie her ffatue in pure gold. 

That whiles Yerona by that nameis knowne, 

There fhall no figure at that rate be fet, 
that of true and faithfull Iuhet. 

Cap. As rich fhall Romeosby his. Ladies lie, 

Poore facrifices of our enmitie. 

Prin. A glooming peace this morning withitbringsj. 
The Sun for borrow will not fhew his bead: 

Go hence to haue more talke of thefe fad things 
Some fhall be pardoned, andfome punifhed* 

Borneuer wasaftorieof morewoe. 

Then thisof and her Romeo^ 

F 1 1 So 
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